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73  R  E  VITT  C07ifiitutes  the  chief  excellence  of  a  Preface:  I  Jhall  therefore  bt 
-^-^  ftiidioiis  of  brevity  in  this.  Whatever  I  have  ivritten  mufl  ftaf2d  or  fall  by 
it's  own  defert  or  demerit.  It  is  mere  idknefs  to  defend  Poetical  Compofitions,  or, 
indeed,    Compofitions,    or  Performances  of  any  kind;     they  akoays  Jljou'd,  and,  in 

fpite  of  Prefaces  to  vindicate,  and  StriSlures  to  condemn,  they  always  will  [peak  for 
themfelves.     All  that  an  Author  has  a  right  to  demand  is  a  fair  hearing  before 

fentence  be paJJ'ed.  Let  no  man  form- his  judgement  on  the  report  of  another:  let 
no  man  found  an  opinion  on  the  air  of  a  title-page,  or  the  cut  of  a  type  :  let  thofe, 
who  chufe  not  to  read,  befilent :  let  thofe,  who  do  read,  ife  the  glafs  of  Candour. 
If  there  be  merit,  it  loill  then  Jland  forth  to  ajf'ert  it's  claifn  to  approbation,  and 
to  remembrance ;  if  not,  prefcnt  cenfiire,  and  future  oblivion,  miifl  inevitably  be  the 
portion  of  the  work. 

From  the  Criticks  by  profeffion  I  neither  expeB ,  nor  dfire,  quarter;  no  more 
than  I  do  from  another,  neither  more  refpeSlable,  nor  formidable  clafs  of  beings, 
who  imagine  that  every  man,  who  has  ever  writteti  a  verfe,  muft  differ,  in  fome 
fort,  from  the  refl  of  the  hutnan  fpecies.  One  of  thefe  men  of  wifdoin,  I  recolleSl, 
on  confulting  his  friends  about  the  choice  of  a  Tut  or  for  his  Son  {a  moft  lament- 
able Booby)  at  College,  and  finding  they  agreed  unanimoiifly  in  recommendation  of 
a  particular  Gent hnan,  difiinguifljed  for  his  genius,,  learning,  and  tafe,  and  Au- 
thor of  fome  very  elegant  Poetical  Compofitions,  put  aji  abfolute  negative  upon  him, 
"  fo^  f^^>'  ^'-f  ^^  exprefsed  it,  ."  he  fJiould  M  A.KE  a 'Poet  of  the  Boy." 

In  looking  over  the  fJ:eets  already  printed,  I  obfcrve  that  fome  few  literal  and 
puncluary  errors  of  the  Prefs,  too  inconfiderable  to  require  pointing  out,  have  crept 
into  this  Volume,  in  fpite  of  the  mof  careful  and  affduous  attention;  it  is  hoped  the 
band  of  indulgence  will  correSl  them  without  cenfure. 

As 

87GGG9 
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^-fs  tl'erc  Is  no  ueccjary  connecfionhefwcmthe  I'raJi/lation  o/'Anti-Lucretius 
ai:J  tL'  otbt-r  Poms,  I  kive  thought  it  proper  to  page  them  independently  of  each 
other,  tbiJt  Purchafers,  if  they  cbufe  it,  may  bind  them  feparate.  The  firfl  five 
Books  o/"  A  N  r  1  - 1.' ■  C  R  E  T 1 0  s ,  ivhich  are  here  offered  to  the  Publick,  form  a  perfeSl 
Poem,  <:::d  complete  the  original  defign  of  the  Author;  loho,  many  years  after  he 
had  fnijhed  tbtfe.  added  the  laji  four,  ivhich,  though  equally  beautiful  with  the 
five  preceding,  are  in  point  of  proof  only  corroborative,  and  took  their  rife  from  the 
txnberance  of  a  luxuriant  imagination.  It  is  fill  my  intention  to  tranfate  the  re- 
mainder, as  1  at  frji  propofed;  but  the  time  when  muf  depend  upon  the  Publick. 
'Time  is  precious,  and  perhaps  I  have  already  hazarded  too  much  of  it  -,  it  ivill  not 
be  hug,  however,  before  I  fl:all  be  able  to  deterinine,  whether  the  completi?ig  of 
the  Iran  flat  ion  is  to  be  the  bufinefs  of  half  a  year,  or  the  amufement  often.  Mean- 
while I  reflect  with  pleafure  on  the  pains  I  have  taken  to  prepare  for  the  English 
Poetical  Reader  the  greater  part  of  a  Poctn,  fo  excellent  in  it's  moral  and  religious 
tendency  ;  fo  chafe,  fo  beaut ful,  and  fo  elegant  in  it's  fyle  and  compofition, 

Tc  defend  for  a  moment  to  a  point,  which  will  perhaps  appear  to  be  but  of  mi~ 
rtute  confederation ;  it  may  be  remarked  that  I  have  preferved  the  Van.uels  as  fjiuch 
as  pffible,  in  the  manner  cf  printing,  through  the  courfe  of  the  work.  To  this  I  was 
induced  by  a  regard  for  Harmony,  as  well  as  Uniformity  of  appear  ajice.  Indeed  I 
have  never  thought  it  expedient  to  expunge  a  Vowel,  unlcfs  where  abfolutely  necef- 
firy  for  the  direction  of  the  Reader  tofnk  a  fyllable  entirely  in  his  pronunciation  of 
a  word.  This,  it  is  prefianed,  will  be  readily  accounted  for  by  all  who  bjow  that  a 
Greek  or  Latin  DaSlyl,  confjling  of  three  fyllables,  is  no  more  than  equal  iii  mea" 
Jure  to  a  Spondee,  which  conjijis  but  of  two ;  as  well  as  by  thofe  acquainted  with 
the  notes  in  Mii/ick,  who  cannot  be  ignorant  that  two  quavers,  or  one  quaver  and 
two  femiquavers,  take  up  7io  more  than  the  time  of  a  fngle  crotchet.  Refpedi  for 
ant  lent  if  age  f:iall  never  oblige  me  to  continue  cloathed  in  buckram ;  efpecially  when 
I  know  that  I  have  a  right  to  cafl  it  off,  and  fnd  mvfelf  much  eafier,  a?2d  not  lefs  cor- 
rect, in  my  motion  without  it.  Englifl:)  Ferff  cation  is  capable  as  well  of  the  fpirit 
of  the  DaSlyl,  as  of  the  Jlrcngtb,  the  weight,  and  the  majefy  of  the  Spondee.  I 
know  I  fJ:all  have  all  the  finger- and-thumb  jnen  againft  me ;  but  I  appeal  to  the  Ear, 
The  firf  infiance  which  occurs  to  me,  by  way  of  illuf  ration,  is  this  line  from  Pope's 
Homer,  viz. 

*'  WJien  firft  entranc'd  in  Cranae's  Ifle  I  lay"— 
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Here  are  no  fewer  than  eleven  Jyllables,  every  one  of  which  nmft  be  difiinBly  pro- 
nounced by  an  harmonious  Reader ^  and  the  line  runs  happily.  Suppofe  it  flood  thus, 
viz. 

"  When  firft  entranc'd  in  Creta's  Ifle  I  lay"— 

Does  7iot  the  Ear  at  once  perceive  how  poorly  this  line  founds,  and  how  miferably 
deficient  it  feems,  in  cofnparifon  with  the  former?  yet  it  is  compofcd  of  ten  regular 

fyllables,  and  imexceptionable  both  as  to  accent  and  cadence.  But  in  matters  of  Har^ 
mony  the  Ear  is  my  oracle:  and  I  cannot  help  thinking  it  a  prodigious  lucky  circutn- 

flance  for  the  Poet,  that  the  firfl  amorous  congrefs  between  Paris  and  Helen  did 
not  happen  in  that  I/land  which  was  the  fcene  of  the  eiicoiinter  between  Jove 
and  Europa  :  though  your  mere  mechanical  Digitizers  of  verfes  will  mo/l  probably 
be  of  a  different  opinion. 


Having  found  it  impraBicable  to  procicre,  far  the  prefent,  an  exaB  lifi  of  all 
who  have  done  me  the  honour  to  fubfcribe  for  this  work,  I  have  thought  it  better 
to  print  none  at  all  than  an  imperfedi  one :  it  is  only  poftponed,  however,  till  the 
publication  of  the  fecond  volume.  I  hope  this  temporary  omijjion  will  be  pardoned, 
as  wholely  unavoidable ;  and  my  beft  thanks  accepted  in  general  terms  for  the 
honour  they  have  done  me. 


Middle  Temple, 
January   31,    1767. 
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SHEM   THOMPSONjD.D. 


FORM'D  by  thy  care  to  hopes  of  ampleft  praife, 
Taught  to  purfue  the  beft  and  fafeft  ways. 
The  paths  of  honour,  riches,  and  renown, 
How  have  I  fall'n  beneath  fell  Fortune's  frown ! 
How  feen  my  veffel  founder  in  the  deep, 
Her  ableft  Pilot,  Prudence,  lulFd  to  fleep  ! — 
But  hence,  Despondence  !  Hell-born  Hag,  away! 
Oft  lours  the  Morn,  when  radiance  gilds  the  Day  s 
Hard,  if  all  hope  were  dead,  all  fpirit  gone, 
And  every  profpedl  clos'd  at  thirty  one, 

B   2  Then, 
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Then,   AVclcome  Law!— Poor  Pocfy,  farewell! 
Though  in  thy  cave  tlic  Loves  and  Graces  dwell, 
One  Chancery  Caufe  in  folid  worth  outweighs, 
Drvdkn's  flrong  fenfe,  and  Pope's  harmonious  lays. 

Yet  if,   feverer  ftudies  to  relieve, 
And  full  difcharge  from  Honour's  debt  atchieve, 
I  may  not  always,  ungaliint,   refufe, 
To  fpend  an  hour  in  dalliance  with  the  Mufe, 
Some  grave  Profefibrs  will  the  ftealth  allow, 
Nor  every  Judge  contrad  his  angry  brow. 

Whole  years  fequefter'd  from  each  friendly  eye, 
"While  heav'd  unhear'd  the  folitary  iigh; 
When  prefent  hours  were  blacken'd  all  by  care, 
Behind,  Repentance,  and  before,  Defpair; 
Then  did  fhe  kindly  come  to  foothe  my  pain. 
Pour  balm  delicious  o'er  my  maddening  brain, 
The  pangs  that  wrung  my  tortui'd  heart  beguile, 
And  charm  ev'n  dreary  Solitude  to  fmile. 

Yet  Souls  there  are,   but  Souls  unlike  to  thine. 
Who  catch  no  tranfport  from  the  glowing  linej 
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To  vvhofe  dull  fenfe  the  Lyre  no  rapture  brings, 
Though  Phoebus'  felf  fliould  touch  the  trembling  firings. 
Peace  to  their  manes  :  Such,  howe'er  felf-wife, 
Genius,  though  pitying,  ever  muft  defpife; 
Ev'n  I  can  join,  whofe  rude  unpolifli'd  lays, 
Friendfliip  may  pardon,  though  it  cannot  praife. 

Hail!  kind  Inftrudor  of  my  early  youth, 
Guide  to  the  fount  of  learning  and  of  truth, 
With  every  fcience,  every  virtue  fraught, 
Thyfelf  th'  example  which  thy  precepts  taught! 
Well  I  remember,  when  the  holy  u^ord. 
Which  pens  of  heavenly  Minifters  record, 
Explain'd,  enforc'd,   infpirited  by  thee. 
Made  Dulnefs  hear,  and  Obftinacy  fee; 
Vice  blufh'd,  Guilt  trembled.  Folly  hung  the  head, 
Spoil'd  of  her  fling  ev'n  Ridicule  lay  dead. 

The  native  fparks  of  Freedom's  facred  fire, 
Sown  in  my  bread  and  cherifh'd  by  a  Sire, 
Thy  Voice,  refounding  through  the  trump  of  Fame, 
('aus'd  to  expand,  and  fpread  the  generous  flame : 
Nor  from  the  treafures  antient  lore  fupplies. 
Did  all  thy  Heroes,  all  thy  Patriots  rife ; 

Corrival 
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Corrlval  Souls,  through  Europe's  various  climes, 
Adorn  th'  hiQorick  page  of  modern  times ; 
William,  rcnown'd  for  head,  for  heart,   for  hand, 
Thrice  o-Iorious  William  !  leads  th'  immortal  band. 

When  Popery  high  her  bloody  flandard  bore, 
And  drench'd  Ierne's  blufliing  plains  with  gore, 
While,  for  a  time,  pale  Liberty,  in  vain, 
Th'  o'erwhelming  deluge  labour'd  to  reftrain. 
We  boafi:  of  Anceftors,   with  mutual  pride. 
Who  fought,  who  bled,  and  (let  77te  add)  who  died. 

Ne'er  be  thy  charms,  fair  Liberty !  refign'd. 
Birthright  beftow'd  by  Heav'n  on  all  mankind  ! 
Every  delight  is  taftelefs,   but  with  thee! 
No  man's  completely  wretched  w4io  is  free! 

Let  Critick  Malice  point  her  poifon'd  dart, 
Difledl  my  brain,  anatomize  my  heart ; 
If  but  one  line  the  happy  means  iKould  prove, 
T'  enlarge  the  fphere  of  beauteous  Virtue's  love, 
One  Reader  form  on  Freedom's  equal  plan, 
Improv'd  as  Friend,  as  Citizen,  or  Man, 
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The  latent  feeds  in  fome  found  breaft  explore, 
And  raife  for  Liberty  one  Champion  more, 
The  Pride  will  far  o'erbalance  years  of  pain, 
The  honeft  Pride,   Not  to  have  liv'd  in  vain. 

O!  Should  I  ever  proftitute  the  Mufe, 
To  mean,  corrupt,  or  arbitrary  views, 
Aught  but  the  didates  of  my  heart  difclofe, 
Or  fay  in  Verfe  what  I  would  not  in  Profe, 
By  Dulnefs  blotted  from  the  roll  of  Fame, 
May  cold  Oblivion  fhroud  my  blafted  Name  1 

Whether  hard  Fate  with  rigorous  hand  prepare 
Still  for  my  lips  the  bitter  cup  of  care, 
Or  aim  at  once,  by  fome  decilive  ftroke. 
To  crufh  that  frame  which  yet  fhe  has  not  broke, 
Reiign'd,  the  debt  of  Gratitude  I  pay, 
For  knowledge,  rhimes,.for  life  preferv'd,  a  layv 
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WILLIAM     LORD     CAVENDISH. 


Nulla  dies  iinqiiam  memori 'vos  exitnei  cevo.         Virgil. 


Firfl  Printed  in  the  Year 
MDCCLXIII. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


1  HE  follo'ucing  Epiflle  is  fuppofed  to  have  been 
'■written  hy  Lord  Russell,  on  Friday  Night 
July  loth^  1683,  in  Newgate^  that  prifon 
havwg  been  the  place  of  his  confinement  for  feme 
days  immediately  preceding  his  execution. 
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V. 


LO  S  T  to  the  world,  tomorrow  doom'd  to  die, 
Still  for  my  Country's  weal  my  heart  beats  high. 
Though  rattling  chains  ring  peals  of  horror  round, 
While  night's  black  fhades  augment  the  favage  found, 
'Midft  bo  ts  and  bars  the  adive  foul  is  free, 
And  flies,  unfetter'd.  Cavendish,  to  thee. 

Thou  dear  Companion  of  my  better  days. 
When  hand  in  hand  we  trod  the  paths  of  praife ; 
When,  leagu'd  with  patriots,  we  maintain'd  the  caufe 
Of  true  religion,  liberty,  ?nd  laws, 

C  2        ^  Difdaining 
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Difdaining  down  the  golden  ftream  to  glide, 
But  bravely  flemni'd  Corruption's  rapid  tide; 
Think  not  I  come  to  bid  thy  tears  to  flow, 
Or  melt  thy  generous  foul  with  tales  of  woe;. 
No :   view  me  firm,  un£l:iaken,  undifmay'd, 
As  when  the  welcome  mandate  I  obey'd— - 
Heav'ns!   with  what  pride  that  moment  I  recall  1 

Who  would  not  wifh,  fo  honoured,  thus  to  fall  ! 

When  England's  Genius,  hovering  o'er,  infpr'd. 
Hkr  Chosen  Sons,  with  love  of  Freedom  fir'd, 
JSpitc  of  an  abjed:,  fervile,  penlion'd  train,. 
Minions  of  Power,  and  Vv'orfhippers  of  Gain, 
To  fave  from  bigotry  its  deftin'd  prey. 
And  fliield  three  nations  from  tyrannick  fway, 

'Twas  then  my  Ca'ndish  caught  the  glorious  flamCj 
The  happy  omen  of  his  future  fame : 
Adorn'd  by  Nature,  perfeded  by  Art, 
The  cleareft  head,  the  warmeft,  nobleft  heart. 
His  words,  deep  fmking  in  each  captiv'd  ear, 
Had  power  to  make  ev'n  Liberty  more  dear. 

While  I,  unfkiil'd  in  oratory's  lore, 
Whofe  tongue  ne'er  fpeaks  but  when  the  heart  runs  o'er, 
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In  plain  blunt  phrafe  my  honeft  thoughts  exprefs'd, 
Warm  from  the  heart,  and  to  the  heart  addiefa'd. 


Juftice  prevail'd  ;   yes,  Juftice,  let  me  fay. 
Well  pois'd  her  fcales  on  that  aufpicious  day. 
The  watchful  fhepherd  fpies  the  wolf  afar, 
Nor  trufts  his  flock  to  try  th'  unequal  war: 
What  though  the  favao;e  crouch  in  humble  p-iiife,. 
And  check  the  fire  that  ilaQies  from  his  eyes  ? 
Should  once  his  barbarous  fangs  the  fold  invade, 
Vain  were  their  cries,  too  late  the  flicpherd's  aid, , 
Thirfting;  for  blood,  he  knows  not  how  to  foare, 
His  jaws  diftendjhis  fiery  eyeballs  glare, 
While  ghaftly  Defoiation,  ftalking  round, 
With  mangled  limbs  beftrews  the  purple  ground. 

Now,  Memory,  fail  !  nor  let  my  mind  revolve, 
How  England's  Peers  annuU'd  the  juft  Refolve, 
Againfi:  her  bofom  aim'd  a  deadly  blow, 
And  laid  at  once  her  great  Palladium  low ! 

Degenerate  Nobles !  yes,  by  Heav'n  I  fwear, 
Had  Bedford's  felt  appear'd  delinquent  there. 

And 
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And  join'd,  forgetful  of  his  country's  claims, 
To  thwart  th'  Exclusion  of  Apostate  James, 
All  li  ial  ties  had  then  been  left  at  large, 
And  I  myfclf  the  firft  to  urge  the  charge. 

Such  the  fix'd  fentiments  that  rule  my  foul, 
Time  cannot  change,   nor  Tyranny  controul; 
While  free,  they  hung  upon  my  penfive  brow, 
Then  my  chief  care,  my  pride  and  glory  now: 
FoiFd  I  fubmit,   nor  think  the  meafure  hard. 
For  conscious  Virtue  is  it's  own  Reward. 

Vain  then  is  force,  and  vain  each  fubtile  art, 
To  wring  rctradtion  from  my  tortured  heart} 
There  lie,   in  marks  indelible  engrav'd, 
The  means  whereby  my  country  muft  be  fav'd : 
Are  to  thine  eyes  thofe  charaders  unknown? 
To  read  my  inmoft  heart,  confult  thine  own; 
There  wilt  thou  find  this  facred  truth  reveal'd. 
Which  fhall  tomorrow  with  my  blood  be  feal'd. 
Seek  not  infirm  Expedients  to  explore, 
But  banish  James,  or  England  is  no  more. 

Friendfhip  her  tender  offices  may  fpare, 
Nor  ftrive  to  move  the  unforgiving  pair, 


Hopelefs 
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Hopelefs  the  tyrant's  mercy-feat  to  climb 

Zeal  for  my  country's  freedom  is  my  crime! 

'Ere  that  meets  pardon,  lambs  with  wolves  fhall  range, 

Charles  be  a  Saint,  and  James  his  nature  change. 

Prefs'd  by  my  friends,  and  Rachel's  fond  defires, 
(Who  can  deny  what  weeping  love  requires!) 
Frailty  prevail'd,  and  for  a  moment  quell'd 
Th'  indignant  pride  that  in  my  bofom  fwell'd: 
I  fued— the  weak  attempt  I  blufh  to  own  — 
I  fued  for  mercy,  proftrate  at  the  throne. 
O!  blot  the  foible  out,  my  noble  friend, 
With  human  firmnefs  human  feelings  blend! 
When  Love's  endearments  fofteft  moments  feize. 
And  Love's  dear  pledges  hang  upon  the  knees, 
When  nature's  ftrongeft  ties  the  foul  enthrall, 
(Thou  canft  conceive,  for  thou  haft  felt  them  all !) 
Let  him  refift  their  prevalence,  who  can ; 
He  muft,  indeed,  be  more,  or  lefs  than  man. 

Yet  let  me  yield  my  Rachel  honour  due, 
The  tendereft  wife,  the  nobleft  heroine  too! 
Anxious  to  fave  her  hufband's  honeft  name, 
Dear  was  his  life,  but  dearer  ftill  his  flime! 

When 
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When  fuppliaiit  prayers  no  pardon  could  obtain, 

And,   wonderous  flrange!  cv'n  Bedford's  Gold  prov'd  vain, 

Til'  informer's  part  her  generouj  foul  abhorr'd, 

Though  liic  prcferv'd  had  been  the  furc  reward — 

Let  impious  Escrick  a&  fuch  treacherou.'i  fccncs. 

And  fhrink  from  death  by  -fuch  opprobrious  meiins. 

O!  my  lov'd  Rachel!  all-accompli'^y 
Source  of  my  joy,   and  foother  of  my  ■: 
Whofe  heavenly  virtues,  -and  unfading  ciiavms, 
Have  blefs'd  through  happy  years  my  peaceful  arms  I 
Parting  with  thee  into  my  cup  was  thrown, 
It's  harfheft  dreo;s  elfc  had  not  for.  d  a  groan  !  — 
But  all  is  o'er — thefe  eyes  have  gaz'd  iheir  lafl — 
And  now  the  bitternefs  of  death  is  paft. 

Burnet  and  Tillotson,   with  pious  care, 
My  fl>;eting  foul  for  heavenly  blifs  prepare. 
Wide  to  my  view  the  glorious  realms  difplay, 
Pregnant  with  joy,  and  bright  with  endlcfs  day. 
Charm'd,  as  of  old  when  Israel's  Prophet  fung, 
Whcfe  words  diftill'd  like  manna  from  his  tongue, 
Whiic  the  great  bard  fublimeft  truths  eyplor'd, 
Each  ravilh'd  hearer  wonder'd  and  adoi  dj 


So 
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So  rapt,  fo  charm'cl,   my  foul  begins  to  rife, 
Spurns  the  bafe  earth,  and  Teems  to  reach  the  Ikics. 

But  when,  defcending  from  the  facrcd  theme. 
Of  boundlefs  power,   and  excellence  fupreme, 
They  would  for  man,   and  his  precarious  throne, 
Exact  obedience,   due  to  Heav'n  alone, 
Forbid  reliftance  to  his  word;  commands, 
And  place  God's  thunderbolts  in  mortal  hands; 
The  viHon  finks  to  life's  contracted  fpan. 
And  rifing  paffion  fpeaks  me  ilill  a  man. 

What!  fliall  a  Tyrant  trample  on  the  laws. 
And  ftop  the  fource  whence  all  his  power  he  draws? 
His  country's  rights  to  foreign  foes  betray, 
Lavifh  her  wealth,  yet  fcipulate  for  pay? 
To  ftiameful  falfehoods  venal  flaves  fuborn. 
And  dare  to  laugh  the  virtuous  man  to  fcorn? 
Deride  Religion,  Juftice,  Honour,  Fame, 
And  hardly  know  of  Honefty  the  name  ? 
In  Luxury's  lap  lie  fcreen'd  from  cares  and  pains, 
And  only  toil  to  forge  his  fubjeds  chains? 
And  (hall  he  hope  the  Publick  Voice  to  drown, 
The  voice  which  gave,  and  can  refume  his  crown  1 

D  Wheu 
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When  Confcicnce  bares  her  horrors,  and  the  dread 
Of  fuddcn  vengeance,  burfting  o'er  his  liead, 
Wrings  his  black  foul;  when  injur'd  nations  groan, 
And  cries  of  millions  fhake  his  tottering  throne; 
Shall  flattering  churchmen  foothe  his  guilty  ears, 
With  tortur'd  texts,   to  calm  his  growing  fears ! 
Exalt  his  power  above  th'  a^thereal  climes. 
And  call  down  Heav'n  to  fandlify  his  crimes  !— 
O  !  impious  dodrine  !— Servile  priefls  away  ! 
Your  Prince  you  poifon,  and  your  God  betray. 

Hapless  the  monarch  !  who,  in  evil  hour, 
Drinks  from  your  cup  the  draught  of  lawlefs  pow'r  1 
The  niagick  potion  boils  within  his  veins. 
And  locks  each  fenfe  in  adamantine  chains ; 
Reafon  revolts,  infatiate  thirfl  enfues, 
The  wild  delirium  each  frcfh  draught  renev/s : 
In  vain  his  people  urge  him  to  refrain, 
His  faithful  fervants  fupplicate  in  vain;' 
He  quaffs  at  length,  impatient  of  controul, 
The  bitter  dregs  that  lurk  within  the  bowl. 

Zeal  your  pretence,   but  wealth  and  power  your  aims, 
You  ev'n  could  make  a  Solomon  of  James. 

Behold 
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Behold  the  Pedant,   thron'd  in  auk  ward  flate, 
Abfurdly  proud,  ridiculoufly  great: 
His  courtiers  feem  to  tremble  at  his  nod, 
His  prelates  call  his  voice  the  voice  of  God; 
Weaknefs  and  vanity  with  them  combine, 
And  James  believes  his  Majesty  Divine. 
Prefumptuous  wretch !  almighty  power  to  fcau, 
While  every  adion  proves  him  lefs  than  man. 

By  your  delufions  to  the  fcaffold  led, 
Martyr'd  by  you,  a  Royal  Charles  has  bled. 
Teach  then,  ye  fycophants!  Ol  teach  his  fon, 
The  gloomy  paths  of  Tyranny  to  fhun; 
Teach  him  to  prize  Religion's  facred  claim, 
Teach  him  how  Virtue  leads  to  honeft  fame. 
How  Freedom's  wreath  a  monarch's  brows  adorns. 
Nor,  bafely  fawning,  plant  his  couch  with  thorns. 
Point  to  his  view  his  people's  love  alone. 
The  folid  bafis  of  his  ftedfaft  throne; 
Chosen  by  them  their  deareft  rights  to  guard, 
The  bad  to  punifh,  and  the  good  reward, 
Clement  and  juft  let  him  the  fceptre  fway. 
And  willing  fubjeds  (hall  with  pride  obey, 

D  2  Shall 
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Shall  vie  to  execute  his  high  commands, 

His  throne  their  hearts,  his  fvvord  and  fliield  their  hands. 

f  Iappy  jriiE  Prince  !  thrice  hrmly  fix'd  his  crown  I. 
AVho  builds  on  publick  good  his  chafle  renown  ; 
Studious  to  bltfs,  who  knows  no  feeond  aim. 
His  people's  intereft,  and  his  own  the  fame  :- 
The  cafe  of  millions  refts  upon  his  cares, 
And  THUS  Heav'n's  high  prerogative  he  {hares. 
Wide  from  the  throne  the  blefs'd  contagion  fpreads,. 
O'er  all  the  land  it's  gladdening  influence  fheds, 
Fadlion's  difcordant  founds  are  heard  no  more, 
And  foul  Corruption  flies  the  indignant  fliore.. 

His  minifters  with  joy  their  courfes  run, 
And  borrow  luftre  from  the  Royal  Sun. 

But  fliould  fomeupftart,  train'd  in  Slavery's  fchool, 
Learn'd  in  the  maxims  of  defpotick  rule, 
Full  fraught  with  forms,  and  grave  pedantick  pride, 
(Myfterious  cloke  I  the  mind's  defeds  to  hide  !) 
Sordid  in  fmall  things,  prodigal  in  great. 
Saving  for  minions,  fquandering  for  the  ftate — 

Should 
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Should  fuch  a  mifcreant,  born  for  England's  banc, 

Obfcure  the  glories  of  a  profperoiis  reign  ; 

Gain,  by  the  femblance  of  each  praifefiil  art, 

A  pious  prince's  unfufpedling  heart ;  1^ 

Envious  of  worth,  and  talents  not  his  own. 

Chafe  all  experienc'd  merit  from  the  throne; 

To  guide  the  helm  a  motley  crew  compofe, 

Servile  to  him,  the  king's  and  country's  foes  j. 

Meanly  defcend  each  paltry  place  to  fill, 

With  tools  of  pov/er,  and  pandars  to  his  will; 

Brandifbing  high  the  fcorpion  fcourge  o'er  all. 

Except  fuch  flaves  as  bow  the  knee  to  Baal — 

Shou'd  Albion's  fate  decree  the  baleful  hour — 

Sliort  be  the  date  of  his  detefled  pow'r  ! 

Soon  may  his  fovereign  break  his  iron  rods, 

And  hear  his  people,  for  their  voice  is  God's  ! 

Ceafe  then  your  wiles,  ye  fawning  courtiers !  ceafe, 
Suiier  your  rulers  to  repofe  in  peace : 
By  Reafon  led,  give  proper  names  to  things, 
God  made  them  Men,  the  People  made  them  Kings ; 
To  all  their  a6ts  but  legal  powers  belong, 
THUS  England's  Monarch  never  can  do  Wrong: 

Of 
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Of  Right  Divine  let  foolish  Filmer  dream, 
The  Publick  Welfare  is  the  Law  Supreme. 

Lives  there  a  wretch,  whofe  bafe,  degenerate  foul, 
Can  crouch  beneath  a  Tyrant's  ftern  controul  ? 
Cringe  to  his  nod,  ignobly  kifs  the  hand, 
In  ^ailing  chains  that  binds  his  native  land  ? 
Purchas'd  with  gold,  or  aw'd  by  flavifli  fear. 
Abandon  all  his  anccflors  held  dear? 
Tamely  behold  that  fruit  of  glorious  toil, 
England's  Great  Charter  made  a  Ruffian's  fpoil  ? 
Hear,  unconcern'd,  his  injur'd  country  groan. 
Nor  ftretch  an  arm  to  hurl  him  from  the  throne  ? 
Let  fuch  to  freedom  forfeit  all  their  claims, 
And  Charles's  Minions  be  the  Slaves  of  James! 

But  foft  a  while— Now,  Cavendish,  attend 
The  warm  effufions  of  thy  dying  friend  ; 
Fearlefs  who  dares  his  inmoft  thoughts  reveal. 
When  thus  to  Heav'n  he  makes  his  laft  appeal. 

"   Allgracious  God  !  whofe  goodnefs  knows  no  bounds  ! 
"  whofe  power  the  ample  univerfe  furrounds ! 

In 
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**  In  whofe  great  balance,  infinitely  jufl:, 

*'  Kings  are  but  Men,  and  Men  arc  only  DufI: ! 

"   At  thy  tribunal  low  thy  fuppliant  fiills, 

*'  And  Here  condemned,  on  Thee  for  mercy  calls ! 

"  Thou  Hear'ft  not,  Lord  I  an  hypocrite  complain, 
"   And  fijre  with  thee  hypocrify  were  vain  ; 
"  To  thine  all-piercing  eye  the  heart  lies  bare, 
"  Thou  know'fl;  my  Ims,  and,  knowing,  flill  canft  fpare! 
"   Though  partial  power  it's  minifters  may  awe, 
"   And  murder  Flere  by  fpecious  forms  of  lawj 
*'   The  axe,  which  executes  the  har£h  decree, 
"   But  wounds  the  flefli,  to  fet  the  fpirit  free  !- 
"   Well  may  the  man  a  tyrant's  frown  defpife, 
"   Who,  fpurning  Earth,  to  Heav'n  for  refuge  flies, 
"  And  on  thy  mercy,  when  his  foes  prevail, 
*'  Builds  his  firm  truft  :    that  rock  can  never  fail ! 

"  Hear  then,  Jehovah  !  hear  thy  fervant's  pray'r  I 
"   Be  England's  welfare  thy  peculiar  care  ! 
'^  Defend  her  laws,  her  worfliip  chafte,  and  pure, 
*'  And  guard  her  Rights  while  Earth  and  Heav'n  endure  I 
"  O  !  let  not  ever  fell  Tyrannick  Sway, 
"  His  blooddain'd  ftandard  on  her  fhores  difplayl 

Nor 
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*'  Nor  fiery  Zeal  ufurp  thy  holy  name, 

<'  Blinded  with  blood,  and  wrapp'd  in  rolls  of  flame  J 

*'  In  vain  let  Slavery  fhake  her  threatening  chain, 

"  And  Perfecution  wave  her  torch  in  vain  ! 

"  Hear,  while  on  thee  united  nations  call ! 

"   Nor  for  one  man  let  three  great  kingdoms  fall  1 

"  O  !  that  my  blood  may  glut  the  barbarous  rage, 
"  Of  Freedom's  foes,  and  England's  ills  alTuao;e  ! — 
"  Grant  hut  that  prayer,  I  afk  for  no  repeal, 
"  A  willing  vi6lim  for  my  countrv's  weal  ! 
"  "With  rapturous  joy  the  crimfon  flream  fliall  flow, 
*'  And  my  heart  leap  to  meet  the  friendly  blow  ! 

"  But  fliould  the  fiend,  tho'  drench'd  with  human  gore, 
*'  Dire  Bigotry,  infatiate,  thirft  for  more, 
"   And,  arm'd  from  Rome,  feek  this  devoted  land, 
''   Death  in  her  eye,  and  Bondage  in  her  hand — 
*'   BlaPc  her  fell  purpofe  !  blaft  her  foul  defires! 
*'  Break  fhort  her  fword,  and  quench  her  horrid  fires! 

"  R-aife  up  fome  Champion,  zealous  to  maintain 
*'   The  facrcd  compad,  by  which  monarchs  reioni 
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Wife  to  forefee  all  danger  from  afar, 

And  brave  to  meet  the  thunders  of  the  war  ! 

Let  pure  religion,  not  to  forms  confin'd, 

And  love  of  freedom  fill  his  generous  mind  ! 

Warm  let  his  breaft  with  fparks  coeleftial  glow, 

Benign  to  Man,  the  Tyrant's  deadly  foe ! 

While  finking  nations  reft  upon  his  arm, 

Do  Thou  the  Great  Deliverer  fliield  from  harm  ! 

Infpire  his  councils  !  aid  his  righteous  fword ! 

Till  Albion  rings  with  Liberty  restor'd  ! 

Thence  let  her  years  in  bright  fucceflion  run  ; 

And  Freedom  reign  coasval  with  the  Sun !" 


'Tis  done,  my  Ca'ndish,  Heav'n  has  heard  my  pray'r  : 
So  fpeaks  my  heart,  for  all  is  rapture  there. 


To  Belgia's  coaft  advert  thy  ravifh'd  eyes, 
That  happy  coaft,  whence  all  our  hopes  arife ! 
Behold  the  Prince,  perhaps  thy  future  King  ! 
From  whofe  green  years  matureft  bleffings  fpring  : 
Whofe  youthful  arm,  when  all-o'erwhelming  Pow'r 
Ruthlefs  march'd  forth,  his  country  to  devour. 
With  firm-brac'd  nerve  repell'd  the  brutal  force, 
And  ftopp'd  th'  unwieldy  Giant  in  his  courfe. 

E 


Great 
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Great  William,  hail !   wlio  fceptres  cculd'ft  defpife, 
And  fpurn  a  crown  with  unretorted  eyes  ! 
O  !  when  will  princes  learn  to  copy  thee, 
And  leave  mankind,  as  Heav'n  ordain'd  them,  free ! 

llafte,  mighty  Chief !   Our  injiir'd  rights  reftore  ! 
Quick  fpread  thy  fails  for  Albion's  longing  fhore  ! 
Hafte,  mighty  Chief!  'Ere  millions  groan  enflav'd ; 
And  add  Three  realms  to  One  already  fav'd  ! 
While  Freedom  lives,  Thy  Memory  fhall  be  dear, 
And  reap  frefli  honours  each  returning  year  : 
Nations  preferv'd  ihall  yield  immortal  fame, 
And  endlefs  ao-es  blefs  Thy  Glorious  Name! 

o 

Then  fliall  my  Ca'ndish,  foremoft  in  the  field, 
By  Juftice  arm'd,  his  fword  confpicuous  wield  ; 
While  willing  legions  crowd  around  his  car, 
And  rufh  impetuous  to  the  righteous  war. 
On  that  great  day  be  every  chance  defied, 
And  think  thy  Russell  combats  by  thy  fide  : 
Nor,  crown'd  with  vidory,  ceafe  thy  generous  toil, 
Till  iirmeft  peace  fecure  this  happy  ifle. 

Ne'er  let  thine  honefl,  open  heart  believe 
Fioleflions  fpecious,  forg'd  but  to  deceive  ; 
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Fear  may  extort  them,  when  Refoiirces  fail, 
But  O  1   reje6l  the  bafclefs,  flattering  tale. 

Think  not  that  promifes,  or  oaths  can  bind, 
With  folemn  ties,  a  RoME-devoted  mind ; 
Which  yields  to  all  the  holy  juggler  faith, 
And  deep  imbibes  the  bloody,  damning  faith. 
What  though  the  Bigot  raife  to  Heav'n  his  eyes, 
And  call  th'  Almighty  witnefs  from  the  fkies ! 
Soon  as  the  wifli'd  occaflon  he  explores, 
To  plant  the  Roman  Cross  on  England's  fhores. 
All,  all  will  vanifh,  while  his  Priefts  applaud, 
And  Saint  the  Perjurer  for  the  Pious  Fraud. 

Far  let  liim  fly  thefe  freedom-breathing  climes. 
And  feek  proud  Rome,  the  foftercr  of  his  crimes: 
There  let  him  ftrive  to  mount  the  Papal  Chair, 
And  fcatter  empty  thunders  in  the  air. 
Grimly  preflde  in  Superftition's  fchool, 
And  curfe  thofe  kingdoms  he  could  never  rule. 

Here  let  me  paufe,  and  bid  the  world  adieu. 
While  heav'n's  bright  manflons  open  to  my  view  !— 


Yet 
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Yet  ftill  one  care,  one  tender  care  remains : 
My  bounteous  friend,  relieve  a  father's  pains  I 
"Watch  o'er  my  Son,  inform  his  waxen  youth, 
And  mold  his  mind  to  virtue  and  to  truth  : 
Soon  let  him  learn  fair  Liberty  to  prize. 
And  envy  him,  who  for  his  Country  dies : 
In  one  Hiort  fcntence  to  comprize  the  whole, 
Transfufc  to  His  the  virtues  of  Thy  foul. 

Preferve  thy  life,  my  too,  too  generous  friend. 
Nor  feek  with  mine  thy  happier  fate  to  blend  ! 
Live  for  thy  country,  live  to  guard  her  laws, 
Proceed,  and  profper,  in  the  glorious  caufe : 
While  I,  though  vanquiili'd,  fcorn  the  iield  to  fly, 
But  boldly  face  my  foes,  and  bravely  die. 
Let  princely  Monmouth  courtly  wiles  beware. 
Nor  trufl;  too  far  to  fond  paternal  care ; 
Too  oft  dark  deeds  deform  the  midnight  cell-— 
Heav'n  only  knows  how  noble  Essex  fell  ! 
Sidney  yet  lives,  whofe  comprehenfive  mind 
Ranges  at  large  through  fyftems  unconfin'd  : 
Wrapp'd  in  himfelf,  he  fcorns  the  tyrant's  power, 
And  hurls  defiance  even  from  the  Tower  • 
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V/ith  tranquil  brow  awaits  th'  unjull  decree, 
And,  arm'd  with  virtue,  looks  to  follow  me. 

Ca'ndish,  farewell !  may  Fame  our  names  entwine  I 
Through  life  I  lov'd  thee,  dying  I  am  thine  : 
With  pious  rites  let  duft  to  duft  be  thrown, 
And  thus  infcribe  my  monumental  ftone. 

Here  Russell  lies,  enfranchis'd  by  the  grave, 
He  piiz'd  his  birthright,  nor  would  live  a  flave. 
Few  were  his  words,  but  honell  and  fincere. 
Dear  were  his  friends,  his  country  ftill  more  dear  : 
In  parents,  children,  wife,  fupremely  blefs'd — 
But  that  one  paffion  fwallow'd  all  the  reft : 
To  guard  her  freedom  was  his  only  pride, 
Such  was  his  love,  and  for  that  love  he  died. 

Yet  fear  not  Thou,  when  Liberty  difplays 
Her  glorious  flag,  to  fteer  his  courfe  to  praife : 
For  know,  (whoe'er  thou  art  that  read'ft  his  fate. 
And  think'ft,  perhaps,  his  fufferings  were  too  great,) 
Blefs'd  as  he  was,  at  her  imperial  call. 
Wife,  children,  parents,  he  refign'd  them  all : 
Each  fond  affection  then  forfook  his  foul. 
And  Amor  Fatri^  occupied  the  whole  t 

In 
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In  that  great  caufc  he  joy'd  to  meet  his  doom, 
Blefs'd  the  keen  axe,  and  triumph'd  o'er  the  tomb. 

The  hour  draws  near— But  what  are  hours  to  me  ? 
Hours,  days,  and  years,  hence  undiftinguifh'd  flee ! 
Time,  and  his  Glafs,  unheeded  pafs  away, 
Abforb'd,  and  loft,  in  one  vaft  flood  of  day  ! 
On  Freedom's  wing  my  foul  is  borne  on  high, 
And  foars  exulting  to  it's  native  fky ! 
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LOVE  AND  chastity: 


Written  in  the  Year     1761. 


THE  white-rob'd  Goddefs,  and  her  temperate  joys, 
Whofe  beauty  never  fades,  nor  ever  cloys, 
I  fing:  ye  Virgins  of  Britannia's  ifle, 
Change  toil  to  pleafure  by  a  bounteous  fmile ; 
Your  modeft  charms  fan  the  young  poet's  fire, 
Deign  to  approve  what  you  yourfelves  infpire. 

And  you,  chafte  Matrons,  whom  with  filken  bands, 
Hymen  hath  join'd  in  union,  hearts  and  hands ; 
Who  guard  with  care  each  look,  each  ad:,  each  word, 
Nor  know  a  fecret  wifh  beyond  your  Lord ; 

F  Your 


34  L     O     V     E,       A     N     D 

Your  kind  regard  the  poet  too  requires : 
O  !  may  his  verfe  be  pure  as  your  delnes. 

In  early  days,  'ere  gold  had  yet  a  name, 
Virtue  was  wealth,  and  virtuous  adions  fame; 
Each  hardy  fwain  toil'd  for  his  homely  fare, 
And  daily  bread  was  all  his  daily  care  ; 
While  his  chafte  fpoufe  domcftick  emprefs  reign'd, 
And  peace  and  harmony  at  home  maintain' d. 
At  night,  when  labour  muft  to  reft  give  place. 
The  happy  pair  enjoy'd  the  warm  embrace ; 
Clafp'd  in  each  other's  arms  enraptur'd  lay, 
And  in  foft  tranfports  breath'd  their  fouls  away. 
Such  were  the  joys  untainted  nature  knew, 
Homefelt  delights !   blifs  permanent  as  true  I 
No  jealous  fears  difturb'd  the  anxious  breaft, 
Want  could  not  pinch,  nor  avarice  moleft ; 
Vigour  and  health  from  chearful  labour  rofe, 
Freedom  from  guilt  fecur'd  the  mind's  repofe  ;     . 
Life's  even  current  glided  fmooth'y  on. 
Calm  and  unruffled,  till  it's  courfe  was  done: 
Indulgent  heav'n  view'd  with  approving  eyes, 
Nor  grudg'd  to  innocence  it's  paradife. 
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But,  O !  too  foon  the  impious  fons  of  Earth 
Tore,  NERO-like,  the  womb  that  gave  them  birth ; 
What  though  the  bounteous  mother  gladly  yields 
Her  corn,  her  fruits,  her  fprings,  her  groves,  her  fields? 
No  ties  of  gratitu4e  thefe  monfters  bind, 
To  honour,  juftice,  nay  to  intereft  blind ; 
Blind  as  the  mole,  whofe  toil  they  imitate, 
With  paufelefs  labour  they  urge  on  their  fate  j 
Nor  ceafe  earth's  tortur'd  entrails  to  explore, 
Till  from  the  mine  they  drag  the  glittering  ore  ; 
The  tender  parent  yields  it  up  with  pain, 
Griev'd  to  fupply  her  offspring  with  their  bane. 

In  idle  fables  let  Pandora  ftill 
Boaft  her  curs'd  box,  replete  with  every  ill ; 
Fidionbe  filent,  truth  without  difguife 
To  Mammon  from  Pandora  gives  the  prize. 

At  fight  of  thee,  thou  foe  to  human  race, 
Virtue  appall'd  conceal'd  her  modeft  face  ; 
While  Vice  uprear'd  her  head  with  horrid  grin. 
Glorying  her  guilty  reign  fliould  now  begin. 
No  longer  innocence  adorns  the  plain, 
Each  fhepherd's  heart  alone  intent  on  gain: 

F  2  Ev'n 
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Ev'n  female  bofoms  feci  the  bafe  defire, 

And,  (hamc  to  telll   Love's  meanly  fold  for  hire. 

■ 

O  !   all  ye  fpirits,  guardians  of  the  fair, 
Who  make  their  welfare  your  peculiar  care^ 
How  could  you  tamely  thus  your  charge  refign, 
Barter'd  for  filthy  produce  of  a  mine ! 
Roufe  from  your  flumber,  vindicate  your  charge, 
From  Plutus'  chains  at  leaft  fet  Love  at  large: 
Howe'er  ambition  may  the  tyrant  own, 
Or  pride  on  golden  bafe  erect  his  throne ; 
Let  Love,  heav'n's  choiceft  gift,  be  ever  free, 
Toin'd  to  the  mountain  nymph,  fweet  Liberty. 

Think  not,  ye  fair,  ev'n  Hymen's  facred  bands 
Can  wipe  the  ftains  of  gold  from  off  your  hands  : 
Where  fordid  intereft  forms  the  nuptial  tie. 
Swift  does  the  God  from  fuch  pollution  fly  ; 
Though  form  the  laws  of  mankind  fatisfies. 
The  Gods  averfe  withdraw  their  purer  eyes; 
The  light  wing'd  loves  forfake  th'  unworthy  fair. 
And  leave  his  own  bafe  rites  to  Plutus'  care. 
But  when  each  heart  beats  high  with  mutual  love, 
Confenting  Deities  the  flame  approve  ; 
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Hya^en  exulting  rears  his  torch  on  high, 
And  echoing  plaudits  found  thro'  all  the  (ky. 

Yet  let  not  favage  licence  unreftrain'd  , 
Deform  free  Love  from  Mammon's  bonds  unchain'dj 
Ne'er  let  her  roam,  altho'  her  fteps  be  free, 
Unguarded  by  her  filler  Chaftity : 
Robb'd  of  her  guard,  fhe  foon  muft  lofe  her  name, 
Grow  wild,  abandon'd,  fenfelefs,  void  of  fhame; 
Each  grace  and  every  beauty  foon  depart. 
And  leave  a  Ihatter'd  form,  and  a  corrupted  heart. 
Then  dire  defpair — but,  O!  my  trembling  Mufe, 
To  aid  the  horrid  theme  thou  wilt  refufe; 
High  thron'd  amid  the  bright  feraphick  choir, 
With  heart  as  pure  as  the  aetherial  fire, 
To  fing  pollution  thy  chafte  ears  muft  wound, 
Nor  will  the  lyre  give  one  refponfive  found. 
With  flireaming  eyes  thou  feeft  th'  unhappy  Maid, 
By  folemn  vows  of  flattering  love  betray'd, 
Yield  up  her  innocent  untafted  charms, 
To  luft  a  viclim  in  a  villain's  arms: 
Thou  feeft  the  fpoiler  triumph  in  his  fraud, 
V/hile  impious  tongues  the  impious  deed  applaud: 
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Thou  fteft  the  Maid,  forfaken,  tear  her  hair, 

And  facritice  her  heart  to  wild  defpair; 

Then  from  her  parents,   friends,   and  country  fly, 

And  plunge  at  once  to  dcepeft  infamy: 

There  foul  difeafe  uprears  his  haggard  head, 

By  riot  rude  and  mad  intemperance  bred; 

Th'  enchantrefs  Circe  yields  her  poifonous  bowl. 

To  drown  each  fenfe,   and  lull  th'  enfeebled  foul. 

Why  flart'fl:  thou  back,  my  Mufe,  and  turn'fl  away^ 
With  looks  that  fpeak  afflidion  and  difmay; 
Barbarian!  ftay  thy  hand— O!   brutal  rage! 
Can  nought  but  blood  thy  furious  lufi:  affuage! 
Hold  yet  again—alas!  'tis  now  too  late; 
The  wound  repeated  feals  the  wretch's  fate. 
Such  is  thy  courfe.  Debauchery!  fuch  thy  doom? 
A  life  of  fhame,  and  an  untimely  tomb. 

Ye  modefl:  fair,   howe'er  fecure  and  free. 
From  virtue's  throne  this  difmal  fcene  you  fee. 
Seek  not  your  generous  gufhing  tears  to  hide, 
True  virtue  no  communion  holds  with  pride; 
Wrapp'd  in  her  native  charms,  and  all  divine, 
With  borrow'd  luftre  ihe  difdains  to  fhine 
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Guard  therefore  well,  kfl:  fpccious  fame  miflcad 
To  worfLip  an  impoftor  in  her  (lead. 
Mere  Reputation,  Honour's  falfe  alarms, 
Are  often  rob'd  in  Chaftity's  bright  charms. 
LucRETiA  thus,  whom  age  tranfmits  to  age, 
Fam'd  in  each  Roman,  and  each  modern  page, 
To  proflitution  owes  this  mighty  fame ; 
She  facrific'd  her  virtue  for  a  name. 
What  tho'  with  firm  uplifted  arm  flie  flood, 
Prepar'd  to  make  libation  of  her  blood? 
When  Tarquin  threats  her  fpotlefs  fame  to  brand, 
The  dagger  drops  from  her  unnerved  hand  ; 
That  blood,  O  Goddefs,  which  of  right  was  thine, 
Became  an  offering  at  an  Idol's  fhrine. 

O!  may  we  fee  the  fifters  hand  in  hand, 
Love  pair'd  with  Chaftity,  adorn  the  land; 
Each  borrowing  lufkre  from  the  other's  charms, 
And  by  their  union  each  fecure  from  harms; 
Cool  Chaftity  attempering  Love's  defires  ; 
Warm'd  in  her  turn  by  Love's  enlivening  fires ; 
Luft  then  abafli'd,  muft  hide  his  lawlefs  head, 
Nor  Avarice  e'er  afcend  the  bridal  bed; 
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But,  led  by  tender  Sympathy  alone, 

The  happy  pair  fliall  join  at  Hymen's  throne. 

No  time  can  fliake,  no  accident  controul, 

This  union  both  of  body  and  of  foul : 

And  though  fell  death,  with  his  remorfelefs  dart, 

May  force  the  fond  reludlant  pair  to  part ; 

Yet  may  their  love  defpife  the  tyrant's  pow'r. 

His  boafted  empire  lafts  but  for  an  hour; 

Then,  then  triumphant  fliall  the  lovers  rife, 

And  feek  re-union  in  their  native  fkies ; 

There  feel  for  ever,  freed  from  every  fear, 

Thofe  rapturous  joys  which  they  foretafted  here. 
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Written  in  the  Year      1762. 


I 


N  early  days,  when  fruitful  mother  earth, 
To  monftrous  forms  gave  inaufpicious  birth  ; 


When  gorgons,  hydras,  and  chimaeras  dire, 
Brandifh'd  the  forked  tongue,  and  fpouted  fire. 
Made  echoing  caverns  with  their  fury  groan. 
Or  look'd  the  trembling  traveller  to  ftone ; 
Infpir'd  by  Heav'n  fome  Champion  ftill  arofe, 
V/hofe  generous  heart  was  touch'd  by  human  woes ; 
Fearlefs  he  view'd  the  carnage-crimfon'd  field. 
While  Gods  defcending  hover'd  round  his  fliield, 

G  2  Brac'd 
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Brac'd  firm  his  arm  to  give  the  deadly  wound, 
And  bring  the  hated  Monfter  to  the  ground  : 
The  grateful  land,  in  various  fongs  of  praife, 
Above  the  fkies  their  great  deliverer  raife, 
Confign  his  vicHiory  to  immortal  fame, 
And  'mongft  the  ftars  infcribe  his  honour'd  name. 

What  wonder  then  fuch  mighty  Chiefs  appear'd  .t* 
Valour  and  Virtue  were  by  all  rever'd ; 
One  word  exprefs'd  them,  and  one  foul  infpir'd 
The  Hero  for  his  country's  glory  fir'd, 
And  wife  Philofopher,  who,  calmly  brave, 
Held  paffion  down,  and  chain'd  the  ftruggling  Ha^e. 

Such  was  the  dodrine  of  thofe  glorious  days, 
When  SciPio's  valour  fcarce  was  half  his  praife. 
When  great  Camillus  till'd  his  country  farm, 
Nor  wealth  nor  titles  yet  had  power  to  charm, 
When  none  to  Honour  could  admittance  gain,, 
But  through  the  porch  of  Virtue's  facred  fane  : 
But  now,  though  Honour's  fceptrc  flill  bears  fvvay, 
Virtue's  bright  fhrine  lies  mouldering  in  decay  ; 
Few  are  her  votaries,  fcarcely  worth  a  name, 
No  praife  they  have,  no  praife  indeed  they  claim. 
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No  flattering  wreaths  adorn  their  modeft  brows, 
Calm  and  content  they  pay  their  filent  vows. 

But  lo!  at  Honour's  temple  what  a  crowd! 
Their  troops  how  numerous!  their  demands  how  loud! 

How  various  are  the  ways  of  growing  great! 
One  boafts  a  vidtory,   t'other  a  defeat, 
The  mifer  brings  to  light  his  hoarded  gold, 
The  fpendthrift  counts  the  manors  that  he  fold, 
The  penflon'd  courtier  fhews  his  glittering  ftar, 
The  four  mock-patriot  pleads  his  wordy  war. 
The  lucklefs  gamefter  tells  the  fums  he  loft, 
The  rook,   that  fleec'd  him,   makes  his  fraud  his  boaft, 
The  drunkard  fwims  to  fame  through  feas  of  wine, 
The  water-drinker— fure  muft  be  divine! 
The  pious  hypocrite,  with  goggling  eyes, 
And  groans  affedled,  hopes  to  fcale  the  ikies. 
While  impious  wretches,  impious  praife  to  find, 
Blafpheme  the  great  Creator  of  mankind. 

Thus  all  fcek  pafTports  to  the  road  of  fame, 
The  means  how  different!  yet  the  end  the  fame. 


45 


New 


46  THE    PROGRESS     OF     LYING. 

New  paths  are  found,  untaught  in  antient  lore, 
Refcrv'd  for  modern  genius  to  explore; 
Each  ardent  youth  purfucs  his  favourite  track, 
Unheeded  Reafon  vainly  calls  him  back; 
(We  now  deride  the  pedantry  of  'c'lools, 
And  Reafon's  bound  in  chains,   while  PafTion  rules;) 
The  various  rivals  in  one  point  igree, 
Through  Virtue's  fhrine  no  road  to  fame  they  fee, 
Our  modern  Bucks  defpife  the  antient  form, 
And  Ilonour's  temple  is  aflail'd  by  ftorm. 

But  fure,  of  all  the  ftrange  unheard-of  ways 
That  modern  Genius  has  explor'd  to  praife, 
None  feems  to  lead  fo  diftant  from  the  prize, 
As  Satan's  Art,  the  Art  of  telling  Lyes. 

Aflift  my  Mufe,  ye  darkfome  powers  of  Hell, 
You  I  invoke,  for  you  alone  can  tell. 
What  wonderous  magick  fix'd  your  much-lov'd  art. 
In  full  poffeflion  of  the  human  heart; 
Stamp'd  with  truth's  image,   made  the  aweful  fhrine 
To  hold  inthron'd  the  particle  divine. 
What  bribe  could  tempt  the  rebel  to  betray 
To  hell  the  palace  of  the  God  of  day? 
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In  Eden's  garden  Lying  £t{\.  began. 
The  tempter  Satan,   the  behever  Man: 
Deceit  prevail'd,   an  Apple  was  the  prize, 
Death  the  reward,  the  forfeit  Paradife. 


From  thence  the  heart  of  man,  to  ill  inclin'd, 
Pradis'd  the  hell-taught  leflbn  on  his  kind. 
As  man  increas'd,   the  various  kinds  of  fraud 
Kept  equal  pace,   and  widely  fpread  abroad ; 
Hell's  empire  flourifh'd,   'till  a  deluge,   hurl'd 
From  angry  Heav'n,   deftroy'd  the  guilty  world. 
Preferv'd,   by  love  unbounded,  from  the  waves, 
(Love,   that  with  grief  deftroys,   with  pleafure  faves!} 
A  chofen  few,   the  beft  of  human  race. 
On  native  earth  once  more  afTume  their  place; 
In  great  Jehovah's  name  at  once  they  view 
Their  God,  Creator,  and  Prefer ver  too; 
Bound  by  all  ties — if  any  tie  could  bind 
The  hell-corrupted  heart  of  human  kind ! 
Unaw'd  by  all  the  wonders  lately  wrought, 
Duty's  negle<Sed,  mercy  foon  forgot, 
The  arch-betrayer  re-ufurps  his  throne, 
And,  plum'd  with  vidlory,  marks  mankind  his  own. 

Yet 
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Yet  ftill  that  power,   whofe  throne's  above  the  fkies, 
His  children's  frailty  vievv'd  with  pitying  eyes, 
To  erring  man  reveal'd  his  righteous  laws. 
And  fav'd  a  wicked  race  from  fell  deftruaion's  jaws. 

Nor  let  us  think,   with  partial  error  blind. 
His  gracious  mercy  to  one  ftock  confin'd; 
Wide  as  his  power,  his  goodnefs  muft  extend, 
Without  beginning,   and  without  an  end. 
Though  Abraham's  feed  enjoy'd  peculiar  care, 
And  Heav'n  difpens'd  it's  choiceft  influence  there, 
On  every  nation  did  it's  brightnefs  iliine. 
All  felt  the  radiance  of  the  light  divine: 
Hence  flow'd  each  moral  truth  to  Plato's  page, 
Hence  Socrates  inform'd  a  barbarous  age: 
By  malice  charg'd,  by  ignorance  doom'd  to  die, 
Defpifing  death  he  fix'd  his  thoughts  on  high. 
To  Heav'n's  Great  Ruler  offer'd  up  his  foul. 
And  quaff 'd,  with  fparkiing  eyes,   th'  envenom'd  bowl. 

Thus  Truth  her  votaries  found  in  every  clime, 
Falfehood,   howe'er  excus'd,   was  thought  a  crime; 
Though  fordid  intcrei-l  oiten  could  prevail, 
And  tempt  her  Ions  to  frame  th'  enfnaring  tale. 
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The  bafc  offender  all  combiri'd  to  blame, 
The  crime  was  fccret,   publick  was  the  (liame. 


Laverna's  vvorfhippers  abhorr'd  the  light, 
Stole  to  her  den  on  trem^bling  knees  at  nighr, 
In  whifpers  offered  up  their  guilty  vows, 
While  haggard  care  fat  brooding  o'er  their  brows. 

Not  fo  the  man,  who,  warm'd  by  heavenly  rays, 
To  God's  great  attribute  pour'd  forth  his  praife; 
At  Truth's  bright  fhrine  he  did  his  homage  pay, 
Free  as  the  light,  and  open  as  the  day: 
Then  ev'n  the  wretch,  on  fraudful  mifchief  bent, 
Dar'd  not  fo  much  as  murmur  difcontent; 
While  louring  looks  his  forc'd  affent  declare, 
He  cried,   *'  Amen,"  to  every  pious  prayer. 

As  yet  the  monftrous  dodrine  was  unknown, 
Which  taught  each  fon  of  vice  his  lyes  to  own ; 
O'erleap  Truth's  facred  bounds  applaufe  to  win. 
Nor  feek  excufe,  but  glory  in  the  fin. 

Freed  from  her  chains  by  this  enlighten'd  age, 
The  fiend's  permitted  uncontroul'd  to  rage; 

H  No 
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No  longer,    vvrapp'd  in  Truth's  iinfpotted  veil. 

To  feeble  hearts  her  bafe  deceptions  fteal; 

No  more  her  votaries  open  converfe  lliun, 

Crawl  in  the  dark,  and  dread  th'  all-brightening  funj 

But  boldly  brave  all  places  and  all  times,. 

Nor  add  hj-pocrify  to  other  crimes. 

Some  timorous  fouls  there  are,  in  vice  but  youngs . 
Who  ape  her  graduates  with  a  faultering  tongue,. 
Unfkiird  with  art  the  bafclefs  tale  to  frame, . 
Foil'd  in  th'  attempt,,  they  blufh  v/ith  aukward  fham€.\ 

Such  puny  novices  our  Hero  fcorns^ 
Whofe  brainlefs  head  a  front  of  brafs  adorns  ^: 
Superior  to  a  blufh,  his  manly  cheek, 
Th'  ingenuous  language  ne'er  was  known  to  fpeak"; : 
Through  faifehood's  various  maze  his  tongue  can  rangCj 
No  treacherous  feature  e'er  betrays  a  change. 

Amid  th'  admiring  croud  behold  him  fit, 
In  fenfe  fupreme,   the  fovereign  judge  of  wit; 
This  way  and  that  their  wavering  minds  he  draws, 
Novv  brands  v/ith  cenfure,  and  now  flamps  applaufe, 


To- 
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To-day  condemns  wKat  yeflerday  lie  prais'd, 
The  former  judgement's  inftantly  eras'd  ; 
Nor  does  the  change  amaze  each  gaping  foo^. 
His  ipfc  dixit  is  their  only  rule. 

Say,  by  what  potent  magick  is  allign'd 
This  vvondcrous  power  to  lead  the  judgement  blind  ? 
Why,  when  Bubulcus  fpeaks,  is  every  ear 
Well-pleas'd  the  harfli  difcordant  founds  to  hear? 
While  modejfl:  Cynthio,  blefs'd  with  every  art 
To  charm  the  fenfe,  and  captivate  the  heart. 
With  Fancy  bright,  who  never  once  profan'd 
His  tongue  by  uttering  what  his  heart  difdain'd, 
Should  he  attempt  t'  inftruft  the  erring  throng, 
With  candid  freedom  feparate  right  from  wrong, 
Politely  learn'd,  take  reafon  for  his  guide, 
Falfe  wit  from  true,  and  fenfe  from  found  divide, 
Each  ill-taught  blockhead  fullenly  appears 
With  eyes  averfe,  and  inattentive  ears ; 
Bubulcus  views  his  fons  with  placid  eye, 
A  rancorous  grin  proclaims  his  fiend -like  joy. 

Mufe,  lend  thine  aid  his  talents  to  difplay, 
And  drag  night's  oiTspring  to  the  light  of  day. 

H  2  Sprang 
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Sprung  from  a  cottage,  hadft  thou  there  remain'd, 
And  rural  fiire  by  wholefome  labour  o-ain'd, 
In  calm  limplicity  had  pafs'd  thy  days, 
From  ccnfure  free,  though  unadorn'd  with  praifc  ; 
But  Fate  perverfc,  portending  thy  renown, 
In  lucklefs  hour  entic'd  thee  up  to  tov/n. 

Ah  I  London!   London!    Bane  of  riiing  youth, 
Nurfe  of  deceit,  eternal  foe  to  truth  ! 
Various  thy  ways  to  mold  the  waxen  mind, 
To  each  impreflion  yielding  and  relign'd ; 
By  thy  fell  poifon  blafted,  foon  depart 
The  rufiick  blufh,  and  honefty  of  heart ; 
Faliehood  fucceeds,  with  all  her  motley  train 
Ol  wiles  colluiive,  and  deceptions  vain  ; 
A  tavern's  bar  the  mighty  work  began, 
A  lawyer's  office  Toon  completes  the  Man. 

Buiinefs,  in  time,  is  left  to  vulgar  cares, 
Th'  afpiring  youth  to  Drury-Lane  repairs. 
And  there  fnines  forth  the  terror  of  the  Players : 
With  Poets  next  he  glories  to  engage. 
Who  fall  the  vidims  of  his  Catcall's  i^jre  : 


1 
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The  Bedford  then  receives  th'  important  gueft, 
And  crowns  him  monarch  of  the  reahns  of  taftc. 
Not  yet  contented,  his  ambitious  foul 
Thinks  part  infipid,  'till  fhe  grafps  the  whole  : 
What  though  his  nod  the  judging  tribe  obey, 
And  all  the  critick  regions  own  his  fway  ? 
Humour  and  wit  unconquer'd  ftill  remain. 
Peace  flies  his  breaft,  till  they  agnize  his  reign. 
What  fhall  he  do  ?  —  He  ranfacks  in  defpair 
His  brain — the  heavenly  fpark  refides  not  there; 
And  then,  alas !  what  fubftitute  to  find — 
At  length  the  bright  conception  ftrikes  his  mind. 

Pronounc'd  by  barbarous  tongues  he  'as  heard  a  name, 
A  certain  palTport  to  the  dome  of  fame  ; 
(Such  potent  charms  are  rarely  to  be  found — ) 
Abfurd  in  meaning,  Hottentot  in  found. 
Yet,  by  it's  magick  influence  brought  to  view. 
Lyes,  heavy  lyes,  are  wit  and  humour  too. 
Fain  would  I  fpeak  it,  but  my  Mufe  recoils, 
Scar'd  at  the  favage  found,  nor  aids  my  toils. 
What  numbers  can  a  word  fo  rude  rehearfe  ? 
Say,  can  Humbugging  ever  ftand  in  verfe  ? 

Two 
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Two  wretched  Phantoms  gave  the  nionfter  birth, 
Malicious  Faikhood,  and  infipid  Mirth  ; 
From  France  the  former,  this  from  Holland  brought, 
Such  the  effed  th'  unnatural  union  wrought. 

O  genuine  offspring  of  the  foul  embrace, 
What  pencil  can  pourtray  thy  motley  face  J 
Worthy  thy  parentage  thou  dofl  appear, 
With  taftelefs  grin,  and  fell  malignant  fneer  ; 
Proteus  in  fliape,  all  climes  thy  influence  know. 
But  Truth  alone  is  thine  eternal  foe. 

What  pen  thy  power  unbounded  can  difplay  ? 
To  thee  both  knaves  and  fools  their  homage  pay  : 
The  knave,  by  thy  infmuating  art, 
Pinds  eafy  pafTage  to  th'  unguarded  heart ; 
There  v/eaves  fecure  his  poiionous  web  of  fraud. 
And  widely  fpreads  th'  entangling  fnares  abroad: 
The  chuckling  fool,  with  lefs  pernicious  aim. 
To  chace  the  Ipleen  does  thy  afTiftance  claim  ; 
Smit  with  th'  allurements  of  thy  aukward  charms, 
He  clafps  th'  unwieldy  carcafe  in  his  arms, 
IxioN-like  his  joys  proclaims  aloud, 
Nor  once  fufped:s  his  Juno  for  a  Cloud, 
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Such  thy  accomplifhments— BuBULCus  wooes, 
With. ardent  hafte  his  promis'd  blifs  purfues, 
Nor  does  he  vainly  here  his  arts  employ, 
To  Impudence  the  nymph  was  never  coy. 
But  fhould  fraiLModefty  attempt  the  prize, 
With  trembling  lips,  and  languid  down-cafl  eyes, 
The  boifterous  damfel,  holding  both  her  fides, 
With  laugha.vociferous  all  his  cares  derides. 

Blefs'd  in  the  arms  of  this  illuilrious  maid,, 
Bu:bul€^us  amply  finds  his  toils  o'erpaid.. 
No  more,  confin'd  to  critick's  tafk  fevere,;. 
He  knits  his  brow,  and  damns  each  bard  or  player; ; 
Gravely  no  more  weighs  fenfe  in  error's  fcale. 
And  makes  the  ponderous  lead  o'er  gold  prevail  j ., 
Far  fprightlier  arts  his  happy  hours  employ. 
While  the  ftunn'd  cieling  burfts  with  ihouts  of  joy. . 
Wit  in  each  fentence  !  Humour  in  each  tone  ! — 
The  fons  of  Comus  mark  him  for  their  own,  , 
Clap  at  his  enterance,  and,  whene'er  he  fpeaks. 
Smile  per  advance,  and  curl  their  reddening  cheeks : 
Folly  applauds,  and  fwift  o'er  all  the  town 
Fame's  brazen  trumpet  fpreads  his  vaft  renown ; 
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Wliile  the  difcerning  few  alone  can  fpy 
Grimace  his  humour,  all  his  wit  a  lye. 

What  though  his  face  the  laughing  livery  wear  ? 
Pierce  through  the  mafk,  and  let  the  heart  be  bare. 
There  feek  the  poifon  that  pollutes  his  tongue, 
The  varying  art  that  changes  right  to  wrong, 
The  art  that  of  deception  knows  no  end, 
And  to  a  jeft  can  immolate  a  friend. 

Such  is  the  heart  our  Humbugger  conceals, 
Such  is  the  heart  with  fhame  the  Mufe  reveals. 

Britons,  arife,  your  antient  honours  claim, 
Be  Honefty  the  bails  of  your  fame. 
Though  thro'  each  clime  Britannia's  thunder  hurFd, 
Has  widely  fpread  her  glory  o'er  the  world ; 
Vain  are  her  trophies,  all  her  conquefts  vain, 
If  foreign  vice  amidft  her  tiumphs  reign. 

Banifh  the  fiend,  fhe's  an  ufurper  here  ; 
Be,  like  your  grandfires,  candid  and  fincere  : 
Nor  let  your  foes  point  out  the  opening  tomb, 
And  falling  France  foretell  Britannia's  doom. 


Brand 
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Brand  the  degenerate  wretch  with  publick  fhame, 
Who  dares  to  proftitutc  a  Briton's  name  ; 
No  more  by  quibbling  words  the  truth  difguife. 
Call  him  a  Lvar,  and  his  humbugs  Lyes. 

Let  Social  Life  expell  the  abjed  Have, 
To  defert  wild,  or  unfrequented  cave, 
There  bid  him  dwell — the  fentence  mark  with  awe, 
Thou  vile  tranfgreflbr  of  her  firft  great  law  ! 

The  honeft  Mufe  with  Fidion's  various  dye 
Adorns  her  plumage,  but  £he  fcorns  a  lye ; 
In  pleaiing  fables  moral  truths  conveys. 
And  for  mankind's  inftruftion  tunes  her  lays  : 
Her  favourite  precept  now  fhe  bids  me  fing, 
**  Britons,  love  Truth  and  Juftice  like  your  King." 


1 


I 


H  O  R  A  C  E's    FIRST    SATIRE 


M     O     D     E     R     N     I     Z     E     D, 


AND     ADDRESSED     TO 


J   A   C    O    B       HEN    R    I  Q^  U    E    S. 


Fray,  Gentlefolks,  forbear  your  Scoffing.  Swift. 


I    2 


DVERTISEMENT^ 


/r  is  hardly  necejfary  to  apprize  the  attentive  Reader  that  the' 
honeft  Hebrew  is  by  no  means  introduced  in  this  Satire  as  a  real 
Miser,  hut  merely  as  an  ABor  extremely  well  qualified  by  his 
Comtek  powers  to  perjonate  the  CharaBer. 


[     6x      J 


HORACE'S   FIRST    SATIRE 


MODERNIZED, 


Written  in  the  Year.  1762. . 

PR  A.Y  tell  me,  friend  Jacob,  how  comes  it  to  pafs, 
That,  fay  whkt  we  will,  every  man  is  an  afs  ? 
Againft  his  own  lot  everlaftingly  braying, 
And  for  change  of  condition  flill  whining  and  praying  ? 

The  Soldier  worn  out  with  fatigues  and  with  fears. 
As  he  hobbles  to  Chelsea,  cries,  "  Curfe  oathe  wars !" 

Qui  fit,  Maecenas,  ut  nemo,  quam  fibi  fortem,- 
Seu  Ratio  dederit,  feu  Fors  objecerit,  ilia 
Contentus  vivat ;  laudet  diverfa  fequentes  ? 
O  fortunati  mercatores !  gravis  annis 


He 
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He  envies  the  Merchant  the  cafe  of  his  gain, 

As  acquir'd  without  toil,  and  fecur'd  without  pain. 

The  Merchant,  at  mercy  of  winds  and  of  waves, 
When  he  thinks  upon  war,  all  it's  dangers  he  braves ; 
*'  What's  in  it  ?"  he  cries,  '<  Why,  you  hear  the  bombs  thunder, 
"  Death  relieves  you  at  once,  or  you're  loaded  with  plunder." 

Th£  Lawyer  indulging  his  afternoon's  nap, 
When  he  ftarts  from  his  chair,  at  his  Client's  loud  rap. 
To  burn  all  his  briefs,   in  a  rage  makes  a  vow. 
And  fwears  by  St.  Edward,  he'll  follow  the  plough. 

While  the  poor  country  Clown,  dragg'd  by  writ  to  the  City, 
As  he  gapes  at  the  figns,  cries,  "  O  la  1  'Tis  fo  pretty!" 
His  eyes  full  of  wonder  he  greedily  feafts. 

With  St.  Paui's,  and  the  Giants,  the  Bridge,  and  the  Beasts5 

On 

Miles  ait,  miilto  jam  fraiflus  membra  labore. 

Contra  mercator,  navim  jaclantibus  Auftris, 

•Militia  eft  potior,  quid  enim?  concurritur :  horac 

Momento  cita  mors  venir,  aut  viftoria  laeta. 

Agricolam  laudat  juris  legumque  peritus,  ' 

Sub  galli  cantum  confukor  ubi  oflia  pulfat. 

Ille,  datis  vadibus,  qui  rure  extraflus  in  urbem  eft. 

Solos 
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On  return  to  his  cot,  'tis  his  glory  to  tell, 

How  all  pleafure's  confin'd  to  the  found  of  Bow  Bell, 

But  enough  of  examples — No  more  can  be  wanted; 
That  all  men  are  grumblers,  we'll  now  take  for  granted  : 
For  to  ranfack  each  breaft,  where  this  curft  fpirit  lodges^. 
Would  wear  out  the  windpipe  of  Orator  Hodges. 

So,  not  to  fatigue  you  with  vain  declamation, 
I'll  unfold  the  deiign  of  this  motley  relation. 

Suppofe  then  Old  Jove  fhould  proclaim  by  his  cryer^^ 
'Twas  his  pleafure  to  grant  all  thefe  knaves  their  deiire, 
Make  the  merchant  a  foldier,  the  lawyer  a  plowman — 
Pafs— prefto— 'Tis  done.  "  Ha  !  What  ails  you  now  man  ? 
"  What  the  devil !  Not  ftir  ? — Give  a  fhake  to  that  fellow, 
"  The  dog  has  been  drinking  and  got  himfelf  mellow — 

'Twould  be  cruel  to  force,  and  what  fignifies  arguing  ? 

Now  their  prayers  havebeenheard,  they  repent  of  their  bargain.. 

u  Why 

Solos  felices  viventes  clamat  in  urbe. 
Caetera  de  genere  hoc  (adeo  funt  multa)  Loquacem 
Del affare  vale nt  Fabium.  ne  te  moren,  audi, 
Quo  rem  deducam.  fi  quis  Dcus,  En  ego,  dicar, 

Jam  faciam  quod  vultis ;  eris  tu,  qui  modo  miles, 

Mercator;  tu  conrfukus  modo,  rufticus  :  Iiinc  vos, 

Yos  hinc,  mutatis  dif&edite  partibus.  eia,.  Quid? 
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«  Wliy  fuch  (huffling  as  this  would  provoke  a  Divinity  ! 

"  Ye  damn'd  Rogues!  —  What  ye  afic'd — don't  ye  fee  I'd  ha' 

gi'n  it  ye  ? 
«'  Now  —  mind  what  I  fay — Should  you  teize  me  hereafter, 
*'  Your  Prayers  will  be  only  receiv'd  with  horfe-laughter." 

But,  joking  apart,  for  you'll  fay  'tis  beguiling — 
Yet  I  know  not  that  truth  ever  fuffer'd  by  fmiling ; 
Nay,  a  laugh  gilds  the  pill,  makes  it  fweeter  to  fwallow, 
Your  dry  fluff  won't  be  read,  were  it  writ  by  Ap-ollo'; 
Ev'n  fchoolmafters  teach  us — and  who  can  be  grimmer? — 
Don't  they  le6ture  their  boys  from  a  ginger-bread  primmer  ? 

However,  good  Sir,  as  you  feem  to  look  ferious, 
And  my  fubjed:  begins  to  grow  fomewhat  myfterious ; 
Come,  curl  up  your  whiflcers,  and  ftroke  down  your  beard — 
Right— For  fober  difcuflion  we  now  are  prepar'd. 

To  return  to  our  foldier,  our  plowman,  and  trader, 

Not  forgetting  their  worthy  companion  the  pleader  j 

Though 

■Qiiid  ?  ftatis  ?  nolint.  atqiii  licet  efle  beatis. 

Quid  caufae  eft,  merito  quin  illis  Jupiter  ambas 

Iratus  buccas  inflet,  neque  fe  fore  pofthac 

Tam  facilem  dicat,  votis  ut  praebeat  aurem  ? 

Praeterea,  ne  fie,  ut  qui  jocularia,  ridens 

Percurram  :  quanquam  ridentem  dicere  verum 

Quid  vctat  ?  ut  pueris  olim  dant  cruftuia  blandi  Doftores, 
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Though  at  firfi:  fight  they  differ  fo  widely,  yet,  rot  'em ! 
I  find  the  fame  principle  rules  at  the  bottom; 
Put  the  queftion  home  to  'em  with  fenfe  and  difcretiouj 
And,  my  life  to  a  Blank,  you'll  obtain  a  confeffion, 
That  with  patience  all  perils  and  toils  they  engage, 
To  provide  in  the  fpring  for  the  winter  of  age. 

"    Well,    and  prudently  thought  on!    Oh!    Bravo!"    cries 
Jacob — 
Fair  and  foftly — Now  you  fhall  the  argument  take  up  ; 
By  debating  the  point  we  may  both  become  wifer  : 
Come,  I'll  be  old  Flaccus,  while  you  play  the  Mifer. 

JACOB. 

Of  induftry's  cares  if  an  inftance  you  want, 
I  can  furnifh  you  foon— Caft  your  eyes  on  the  Ant  j 

To 

Docflores,  elementa  velint  ut  difcere  prima  : 
Sed  tamen  amoto  quaeramus  feria  kido. 
Hie  gravem  duro  terram  qui  vertit  aratro, 
Perfidus  hie  caupo,  miles,  nautaeque  per  omne 
Audaces  mare  qui  currunt,  hac  mente  laboretn 
Sefe  ferre,  fenes  ut  in  otia  tuta  recedant, 
Aiunt,  cum  fibi  fint  congefta  cibaria:  ficut 

K  Parvula 
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To  human  endeavours  a  quickening  example, 

Her  form  how  minute!  yet  her  labours  how  ample! 

Inccfilmt  in  toll,  all  around  fee  her  fcrape. 

Then  bear  off  the  burden  to  add  to  her  heap ; 

The  man  who  is  wife  will  purfue  her  good  maxim, 

Tho'  the  idle  and  thoughtlefs  with  avarice  tax  him. 

AUTHOR. 

Well   mov'd,    Doctor    Squaretoes  ! Ha  !    Old    Anno 

Domini  1 
I  fee  you  regard  thefe  Affairs  with  no  common  eye. 
But  hark  you,  my  friend  —  To  avoid  all  deludon. 
Your  memoirs  of  the  Ant  we  muft  bring  to  conclufion  ; 
In  our  fenfe  of  her  work  not  a  tittle  we  vary. 
So  the  quo?nodo\  granted  —  but  now  for  the  quare ; 
You've  defcrib'd  her  tafk  nobly,  mark  the  end  on't  as  well — 
When  winter  comes  on  fhe  keeps  fnug  in  her  cell  j 

There, 

Parvula  (nam  exemplo  eft)  magni  formica  laboris 
Ore  trahit  quodcunque  poteft,  acqiie  addit  acervo 
Quern  ftruit,  haivd  ignara,  ac  non  incauta  futuri. 
Quae,  fimul  inverfum  contriftat  Aquarius  annum, 
Non  ufquam  prorepit,  et  illis  utitur  ante 
Quaefitis  patiens ;  cum  te  neque  fervidus  aeftus 
Dcmoveat  lucro,  neque  hyems,  ignis,  mare,  ferrum ; 

Nil 
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There,  unlocking  her  ftorchoufe,  regales  on  each  dainty, 
So,  while  mifers  are  flarving,  fhe  revels  in  plenty. 
Thus  you  fee  your  comparifon  breaks  in  the  middle. 
Like  Sam.  Butler's  old  tale  of  the  Bear  and  the  Fiddle; 
For  the  wretch,  who  by  Mammon's  curft  magick  is  taken, 
Can  no  more  touch  his  treafure  than  you  can  touch  Bacon  ; 
In  his  toil  to  the  Ant  you  may  juftly  compare  him, 
For  no  pain  can  deter,  and  no  danger  can  fcare  him  ; 
Fire  and  fword,  fea  and  air,  ftrive  in  vain  to  controul  him, 
All  is  well,  fo  he  gets  but  a  Plumb  to  confole  him  ; 
And  why  does  he  take  all  thefe  pains  to  provide  it } — 
Grant  me  patience,  kind  heav'n ! — For  no  end  but  to  hide  it. 

JACOB. 

Not  fo  hafty,  young  man  —  If  you  take  from  the  treafure, 
You  deftroy  the  round  fum  —  Then  adieu  to  your  pleafure ! 

AU- 

Nil  obftet  tibi,  dum  ne  fit  te  ditior  alter. 
Quid  juvat  immenfum  te  argent!  pondus  et  auri 
Furtim  defofla  timidum  deponcre  terra  ? 
Quod,  fi  coniminuas,  vilem  redigatur  ad  aflem. 
At,  ni  id  fit,  quid  habet  pulchri  conftrudtus  acervus  ? 
Millia  frumenti  tua  triverit  area  centum  ; 
Non  tuus  hoc  capiet  venter  plus  ac  meus  :  ut  fi 

K  2  Reticulum 
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AUTHOR. 

Well,  iinlefs  you  do  fo,  for  my  life  I  can't  fee 
In  the  overgrown  pile  what  enjoyment  can  be. 

Suppofe  your  Jamaica  plantation  produces 
Fifty  hogflieads,  or  more,  of  the  fugar-cane's  juices  5 
Of  all  this  abundance  your  head  gives  no  fign, 
Should  you  drink  to  excefs  it  would  ach  juft  like  mine. 

You  contrad: — Be  not  angry,  'tis  but  fuppofition — 
To  vidual  our  fleet  for  the  next  expedition  ; 
What  flaughtering  of  oxen  !  what  butchering  of  hogs ! 
Yet  for  your  part  all  this  might  be  thrown  to  the  dogs — 
To  what  purpofe  this  fuper-abundance  of  plenty, 
When  an  humble  beef-fteak  at  Pontac's  can  content  you  ? 

Rabbi,  yield  up  the  point  — A  Pantheon  of  Gods 
Shall  ne'er  perfuade  me  it  can  make  any  odds 

Of 

Reticulum  panis  venales  inter  onuflo 

Forte  vehas  humero,  nihilo  plus  accipias  quam 

Qui  nil  portarit.  veldic,  quid  referat  intra 

Naturae  fines  viventi,  jugera  centum,  an 

Mille  aret  ?  at  foave  eft  ex  magno  toUere  acervo, 

Dum  ex  parvo  nobis  tantundem  haurire  relinquas, 

Cur  tua  plus  laudes  cumeris  granaria  noftris  ?  Ut 
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Of  nature's  good  gifts  to  the  temperate  partaker^ 
If  he  plows  forty  thoufand,  or  one  iingle  acre. 

JACOB, 

But  the  joy  to  fee  heaps  of  bright  gold  as  they  lie  ! 
How  they  ravifh  the  fenfe  !  how  they  dazzle  the  eye  ! 

AUTHOR. 

Ah!  Great  Offerer  of  Schemes  !  fage  defcendant  ofMosEs? 
How  weak  prejudice  here  your  found  judgement  oppofes  I 
If  I  have  but  enough,  for  that  fure  is  the  teft. 
Then  my  purfe  ferves  as  well  as  your  huge  iron  cheft. 

Should  you  chance  to  be  thirfty,  and  chufe  to  drink  water, 
With  a  jug  to  the  Thames   would   you   fend  your  Bless'd 
Daughter? 

Juft 

Uf,  tibi  fi  fit  opus  liqiiidi  non  amplius  urna, 

Vel  cyatho  -,  ac  dicas,  magno  de  flumine  malim 

Quam  ex  hoc  fonticulo  tantundem  fumere  :  eo  fit, 

Plenior  ut  fi  quos  deleftet  copia  jufto. 

Cum  ripa  fimul  avulfos  ferat  Aufidus  acer. 

At  qui  tantiilo  eget,  quanto  eft  opus,  is  neque  limo 

Turbatam 
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Jiifl:  to  boaft  that  ikwn  London's  fam'd  river  you  quaiT'd, 
When    the    good     pump    of    Aldgate    might    anfwer   your 

draught. 
Bcfidcs  that  'tis  necdlefs,  there's  danger  attending, 
Left,  while  o'er  the  river's  frail  b:mk  you  are  bending, 
The  fwoln  torrent  it's  channel  fhould  ceafe  to  obey, 
And,  o'erwhelm'd  by  it's  rage,  fweep  you  headlong  away. 
But  he,  who  content  to  the  fpring  can  repair, 
May  fatisfy  nature,  unruffled  by  care ; 
It's  clear  lilver  ftreams,  unpolluted  with  mud, 
Run  bubbling  along,  nor  e'er  rife  to  a  flood ; 
The  beverage  is  wholefome — do  but  try  it — you'll  find 
It  gives  health  to  the  body,  and  peace  to  the  mind. 

To  a  Gosling  thefe  figures  might  call  for  explaining, 
But  with  half  an  eye,  Jacob,  you'll  fpy  out  my  meaning. 

I  know 

Turbatam  haurit  aquam,  neque  vitam  amittit  in  undis. 
At  bona  pars  hominum  decepra  cupidine  falfo, 
Nil  fatis  eft,  inquir,  quia  tanti,  quantum  habeas,. fis. 
Quid  facias  illi  ?  jubeas  miferum  effe,  libenter 

Quacenus  id  facit :  ut  quidam  memoratur  Athenis 

Sordidus  ac  dives,  populi  contcmnere  voces 

Sic  folitus :  Populus  me  fibilat,  at  mihi  plaudo 

Jpfc 
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I  know  'tis  a  maxim  receiv'd  in  'Change  Alley, 
(But  their  fcales  with  my  ftandard  fure  never  will  tally) 
That  nothing  but  wealth  without  meafure  can  raife  you, 
For — the  fum  you  are  worth  —  at  fo  much  they  appraife  you. 
Why  thefe  people  are  mad —  Volunteers  for  a  madhoufe  — 
Ah  !  Jonathan's  !  Jonathan's  !  thou  art  a  fad  houfe  ! 
By  one  fingle  fentence  thy  myftery's  explor'd  — 
"  Truth  and  Justice  are  laugh'd  at  and  Mammon  ador'd." 

For  a  phrenzy  like  this  what  relief  do  we  know  ? — 
Son  of  Isaac!  'twould  baffle  the  art  of  Monro. 
Let  the  wretches  proceed  then  without  moleftation. 
Since  they  chufe  to  be  damn'd  — let  them  go  to  damnation, 

I  remember  a  griping  old  Lombard-Street  Banker, 
Wliofe  heart  was  eat  up  by  this  gold-loving  canker ;, 

His 

Ipfc  domi,  fimul  ac  nummos  contemplor  in  area. 
Tantalus  a  labris  fitiens  fugientia  capiat 
Flumina.  quid  ?  rides  ?   mutato  nomine,  de  te 
Fabula  narratur.  congeftis  undique  faccis 
Indormis  inhians,  et  tanquam  parcere  facris 
Cogens,  aut  pi(flis  tanquam  gaudere  tabellis. 
Ncfcis  quo  valeat  nummus  ?  quem  praebeat  ufum  ? 


Pan  is 
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His  fraud  and  oppreflion  fo  flagrant  became,  * 

Men,  women  and  children  detefted  his  name ; 

Mobs  with  hiffes  purfu'd  if  he  ftirr'd  from  his  portal, 

Yet  hear  the  confolement  of  this  wretched  mortal ; 

'*  Let  them  cat-call  and  hifs  as  they  will,"  cries  old  Hunks, 

"  So  their  hiffes  and  cat-calls  invade  not  my  trunks  ; 

"  There  my  God  lies  enflirin'd,  w^hen  his  radiance  I  fpy, 

*'  Heav'n's  angels  are  not  half  fo  happy  as  I." 

Perhaps  you  may  never  have  heard  of  the  flory 
Of  poor  mafter  Tantalus  — here  'tis  before  you  — 
Tormented  with  hunger  and  thirft,  tho'  his  board 
With  delicate  dainties  was  always  well  ftor'd. 
As  he  ftretch'd  forth  his  hand  ftill  they  flew  from  the  table  — 
What  the  Devil !   old  Gripus,  you  laugh  at  the  fable  ! — 
Confider  it  clofely,  then  laugh  if  you  can — 
Let  the  name  be  but  alter'd  and  thou  art  the  man. 

Conflder 

Panis  ematur,  olns,  vini  fextarius  -,  adde 

Qiieis  humana  fibi  doleat  natura  negatis. 

An  vigilare  metu  exanimem,  noftefque  diefque 

Formidare  malos  fiires,  incendia,  fervos, 

Ne  te  compilent  fugientes,  hoc  juvat  ?  horum 

Semper  ego  optarim  pauperrimus  efle  bonorum. 

At  fi  condoluit  tentatum  frigore  corpus  j 

Auc 
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In  miferly  dotage  you  brood  o'er  your  bags, 
Your  food  is  a  cruft,  and  your  cloathing  is  rags ; 
For  your  curfl  Molten  Idol  your  reverence  is  fuch, 
Tho'  with  rapture  you  gaze,  yet  you  dare  not  to  touch  ; 
Nay  I  hear  you  cry  out,  in  the  rage  of  devotion, 
*'  Blafphemer  !   there's  facrilegc  ev'n  in  the  notion," 

Would  you  Itnow  the  true  ufe  of  your  wealth  ? —  Why  I'll 

tell  you 

Your  back  calls  for  cloaths,  and  for  food  calls  your  belly  ; 

Firfl  grant  their  petitions,  then  look  to  your  neighbours 

If 
Merit  often  negleded  in  indigence  labours ; 

Many  fpecies  of  woe  claim  the  rich  man's  attention. 

Some  feek  for  redrefs,  and  fome  for  prevention; 

In  relieving  thefe  wants  be  your  riches  employ'd. 

What  before  lay  quite  ufelefs  will  then  be  enjoy'd. 

Gotne, 

'  Aut  alius  cafus  lefto  te  adfixit ;  habes  qui 
Adfideat,  fomenta  paret,  medicum  roget,  ut  te 
Sufcitet,  ac  reddat  gnatis  carifque  propinquis. 
Non  uxor  falvum  te  vult,  non  filius  •,  omnes 
Vicini  oderunt,  noti,  pueri  atque  pucUae. 
Miraris,  cum  tu  argento  poft  omnia  ponas, 
Si  nemo  praeftct,  quern  non  merearis,  amorem? 

,.I  L,  At 
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Come,  come,  my  good  friend,  be  your  notions  enlarg'd— 
For,  to  fit  up  all  night  with  your  blunderbufs  charg'd, 
Ready  prim'd,  ready  cock'd— with  your  eye  on  the  latch— 
If  a  moufe  fcrape  the  wainfcot,  to  cry  out,  "  Watch !  Watch!" 
To  dread  murderers   and  thieves — nay  each  newfman  that's 

pafTmg, 
Think  each  fervant  a  fpy,  and  each  flave  an  affaflin — 
Are  thefe  all  the  bleflings  by  wealth  to  be  got  ?  — 
Then  be  quiet  and  poverty  ever  my  lot. 

JACOB. 

Fine  talking  indeed !  But  talk's  a  deceiver  — 
Suppofe  you're  laid  up  with  an  ague  or  fever; 
Then,  my  pennylefs  friend,  not  a  foul  will  come  near  you, 
But  if  folid  Rouleaus  fill  your  cheft,  never  fear  you ! 
To  deny  you  afliftance  what  heart  is  fo  cruel  ? 
A  Peer  of  the  Realm  fhall  prepare  you  your  gruel ; 

Phyficians 

At  fi  cognates,  nullo  Natura  labore 

Quos  tibi  dat,  retinere  veils,  fervarcque  amicos, 

Infelix  operam  perdas  ;  ut  fi  quis  afellum 

In  campo  doceat  parentem  currere  frenis. 

Denique  fit  finis  quaerendi :  cumque  habeas  plus, 

Pauperiem  metuas  minus  i  etfinire  laborem 

Incipias, 
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Phyficians  are  juftling  night  and  day  on  your  ftair-cafe. 
The  publick  feel  for  you  as  if  it  were  their  cafe, 
The  news-writers  wait  to  make  known  with  impatience, 
You're  reftor'd  by  kind  Heav'n  to  your  friends  and  relations. 

AUTHOR. 

Friends,  thou  wretch !  thou  haft  none — thy  relations  all  flee 
thee, 
Wife  and  children  with  pleafure  at  Tyburn  would  fee  thee ; 
Thou  art  hooted  and  hifs'd  at  where'er  thou  canft  turn  thee, 
And  all  thy  good  neighbours  in  ejffigy  burn  thee. 

How  canft  thou  give  way  to  this  fatal  delufton  ? —  - 

You  pay  court  to  your  gold — I  admire  your  conclufion —    • 
Your  money  engrofles  your  only  regard, 
Yet  th'  efteem  of  mankind  is  to  be  your  reward  ! — 

Have 

Incipias,  parto  quod  avebas :  nee  facias  quod 

Umidius  quidam  (non  longa  eft  fabula)  dives 

Ut  metiretur  nummos,  ita  fordidus  ut  fe 

Non  unquam  fervo  melius  veftiret,  ad  ufque 

Supremum  tempus,  ne  fe  penuria  vidlus 

Opprimcret,  metucbat ;  at  hunc  liberta  fecuri 

L  2  Divifit 
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Hav€  fevcnty-nine  years  made  the  Patriarch  no  wifer? 
Can  Jacob's  grey  hairs  want  a  beardlefs  advlfer? — 

•A  hawk  never  yet  was  the  fire  of  a  dove, 
So  kindnefs  mufl:  ftill  be  the  parent  of  love. 
If  you  think  to  preferve  all  your  kinsfolk's  affedlion 
Without  mutual  returns  —-you'll  deftroy  the  connedion  ; 
Tho'  nature  does  her  part,  yet  you  muft  do  yours, 
Or  order  and  harmony  foon  fly  your  doors ; 
By  el-ofing  the  purfe-ftrings  to  hope  it  effeded, 
Is  the  damnableft  fcheme  thou  haft  ever  projected  ; 
Juft  as  wifely  you  might  on  an  afs  get  a-ftraddle, 
And  bett  fifty  to  one  you  keep  firm  in  the  faddle. 

'But,  for  God's  fake,  fix  fomewhere  a  bound  to  your  craving, 
Nor  go  on  thus  for  ever  ftill  griping  and  faving  ; 
As  you  labour  and  add  ev'ry  day  to  your  ftore, 
SlTall  your  terror  of  ftarving  increafe  more  and  more? 


Name 


Divifit  medium,  fortiffima  Tyndaridariim. 
Quid  mi  igitur  fuades  ?  ut  vivam  Maenius  ?  aut  fic, 
Ut  Nomentanus  ?  pergis  pugnantia  feCum 
Frontibus  adverfis  conponere.  non  ego  avarum 
Cum  veto  te 'fieri,  vappam  jubeo  ac  nebulonem. 
Eft  inter  Tanam  quiddam  foccrumque  VifeUi. 


Eft 
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Name  jour  fum  — and  refolve,  vviien  you've  reach'd  to  tjje  mark, 
No  longer  to  toil  like  a  mole  in  the  dark. 

Beware  of  the  fate  of  old  Foscue  the  Frenchman, 
Who  himfelf  under-ground  with  his  gold  did  intrench,  man ! 
Oh  !  there_^  think  what  horrors  the  caitiff  furround! 
Alive  felf-intomb'd !  no  retreat  to  be  found! 
Death's  horrible  jaws  open'd  wide  to  receive  him  ! 
In  vain  he  cries  out  to  his  gold  to  relieve  him  I 
The  bafe,  earth-born  Idol,  fole  end  of  his  cares. 
Is  blind  to  his  weeping,  and  deaf  to  his  pray'rs. 
Thus,  curft  with  th'  enjoyment  of  all  his  defires, 
In  the  arms  of  his  God  he  blafpheming  expires. 

JACOB. 

What  then  ?  would  you  have  me  enroll'd  with  the  martyrs, 
Who  are  facrific'd  nightly  to  Idols  at  Arthur's? 

Or 

Eft  modus  in  rebus ;  funt  certi  denique  fines, 

Quos  ultra  citraque  nequit  confiftere  redtum. 

lUuc,  unde  abii,  redeo :  nemon'  ut  avarus 

Se  prober,  ac  potius  laudet  diverfa  fequciites  ? 

-Quodque  aliena  capella  gerat  diftentius  ubcr, 

Tabefcat?  neque  fe  majoripauperiorum  Turbac 
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Or  boldly  advance  on  the  turf  with  Sir  James  ? 

AUTHOR. 

Hold,  hold,  Sir — defend  not  your  caufe  by  extremes, 
Tho'  I  think  it  a  fcandal  too  far  to  extend  thrift. 
Conclude  not  from  thence  that  I  honour  a  fpendthrift. 
Muft  you  never  tafte  flefli  'caufe  forbid  to  eat  pork  ? 
Can't  you  hit  on  a  mean  between  ******  and  *****  ? 

There's  a  medium  in  all  things ;  the  line  that  divides 
Points  out  the  right  path ;   error  lies  at  the  fides. 

But  let  us  be  candid.     Is  none  but  the  mifer 
A  flave  to  his  fears? — Pray  are  other  folks  wifer  ? 

If  we  caft  our  eyes  round,  and  regard  ev'ry  ftation, 
We  fee  nought  but  confufion,  difguft,  and  vexation  ; 
Each  man  after  fome  untried  bleffing  is  panting, 
And,  all  elfe  poffefs'd,  ftill  that  fomething  is  wanting  ; 

Preffing 

Turbae  conparec  ?  hunc  atque  hunc  fuperare  laborct  ? 
Sic  feftinanti  femper  locupletior  obftat : 
Ut  cum  carccribus  miflbs  rapit  ungula  currus ; 
Inftat  equis  auriga  fuos  vincentibus,  ilium 
Praeteritum  temnens  extremes  inter  euntem; 

Inde 
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Prefling  forward  with  eyes  pointed  eager,  he's  blind 
To  the  crowd  of  poor  wretches  that  hobble  behind  ; 
He  counts  not  the  numbers  whofe  fortune's  inferior. 
Nor  can  e'er  be  content  while  he  fees  a  fuperior. 

Thus  youVe  feenat  Newmarket— that  fair  field  of  fame. 
Where  my  lord  and  his  groom  to  all  eyes  are  the  fame  — 
When  o'er  the  green  turf  the  fwift  race-horfes  fly, 
On  the  foremoft  each  jockey  ftill  rivets  his  eye, 
While  he  only  regards  with  contempt  and  with  laughter 
The  batter'd  old  Jade  that  comes  ftumbling  on  after. 

Hence,  at  life's  various  feaft,  we  fhall  hardly  be  able 
To  point  out  one  gueft  rifing  pleas'd  from  the  table  ; 
We  may  juft  as  foon  fee,  by  your  patriot  cares, 
Peace  eftablifh'd  thro'  Europe  for  ninety-nine  years. 

Now  adieu,  my  friend  Jacob ---I'll  clofe  up  my  cafe-book, 
Left  you  think  I've  purloin'd  fome  old  Dutch  common-place- 
book. 

Inde  fit,  ut  raro,  qui  fe  vixifle  beatum 
Dicat,  et  exadlo  contentus  tempore,  vita 
Cedat  uti  conviva  fatur,  reperire  queamus. 
Jam  fatis  eft :  ne  me  Crifpini  fcrinia  lippi 
Compilafle  putes,  verbum  non  amplius  addam. 


C     8i     ] 
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IMITATED. 


O'ER  Glaffesj  fram'd  for  mirth  and  glee, 
To  fnarl,  and  wrangle,  feems  to  me 
A  rude  and  favao;e  cuftom  : 
Who  make  Wine's  God  a  God  of  broils. 
Are  fit  for  murders,  treafons,  fpoils— - 
Barbarians!  who  can  truft  'em? 

Natis  in  ufum  laetitiae  fcyphis 
Pugnare,  Thracum  eft.  tollite  barbarum 
Morem,  verecundumque  Bacchum 
Sanguineis  prohlbete  rixis. 
Vino  et  lucernis  Mediis  acinaces 
Immane  quantum  difcrepat!  impium 

M  I  hate 
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I  hate  a  face  o'erfpread  with  gloom: 
Ye  Sots!   by  Jove  I'll  quit  the  room, 

If  thus  you  rail  and  quarrel; 
B\$  fport  your  joke,   and  fmg  your  fong, 
Or  tell  your  tale — if  not  too  long — 

And  broach  the  other  barrel. 
Why,   Dick,  my  Boy  !  you  hang  your  head : 
Is  Squaretoes  rifen  from  the  dead  ? 

Or  proves  your  Bess  a  falfe  one? 
Ah !  how  the  Heart  beats  up,  and  down, 
Obfequious  to  a  fmile,  or  frown. 

When  Love's  foft  chain  enthralls  one  I 


Lenite  clamorem,  fodales, 
Et  cubito  remanete  prefib. 
Vultis  feveri  me  quoque  fumere 
Partem  Falerni  ?  dicat  Opuntiae 
Frater  Megillae,  quo  beatus 
Vulnere,  qua  pereac  fagitta. 
Ceflat  voluntas  ?  non  alia  bibam 
Mercede.  quae  te  cunque  domat  Venuss 
Non  erubefcendis  adurit 

Ignibus ;  ingenuoque  fempcr 
Amore  peccas.  quicquid  habes,  age, 
Pepone  tutis  auribus.  ah  mifer, 


Come, 


B       O       O      K         I.  S^ 

Come,  tell  me  all,  and  tell  me  true ; 
You  know  me,   Dick,  I'm  one  of  you, 

A  CupiD-curling  Brother: 
"  Not  Bess,  but — mum" — O!  zounds,  is't  fhc4 
A  milftone,  ho ! — Leap  into  the  fea. 

So  damn'd  a  flame  to  fmother! 

Quanta  laboras  in  Charybdi ! 
Digne  puer  meliore  flamma. 
Quae  faga,  quis  te  folvere  Theflalis 
Magus  venenis,  quis  poterit  Deus  ? 
Vix  inligatum  te  triformi 

Pegafus  expediet  Chimacrae. 


M  2  Written 
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Written    in    a    Young   Lady's    Prayer    Book. 

Hi7K   mihi  prima  malt   labes. 


H  Y  fliouid  my  *  *  *  *  raife  to  Heav'n, 
Her  voice  in  conftant  prayer  ? 
What  Beauties  yet  remain  unnv'n, 
That  can  adorn  the  Fair  ? 

Blefs'd  with  a  lovely  form  and  facCj 
Which  wondering  eyes  adore, 

A   Mind  replete   with    every   grace, 

Say,  what  can  Heav'n  do  more  ? 

Rife  then,  too  pious  Saint,    and  fee,. 
Where  fpeedieft  mercy's  due, 

A  youth  who  bends  his  fuppliant  knee,. 
And  feeks  his  Fleav'n  in  you ! 


Slight 
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Slight  not  his  vows,  nor  blufli  to  own 
Soft  pity  for  his  fighs ; 

For  you,  dear  Maid,  for  you  alone, 
*     *   *       lives,  or   dies. 


JEU 
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JEU     d'     esprit. 


Templar,  who  loves  you,  Dear  Kitty,  full  well, 
Who  loves  you  much  more  than  in  words  he  can  tell, 
Though  of  words  he  by  no  means  is  thrifty  ; 
Has  often  been  tempted  by  deeds  to  approve, 
The  energy,  ardour,  and  ftrength  of  his  love. 
But  his  reafons  againft  it  are  fifty. 

To  enumerate  each  would  but  take  up  your  time, 
Which  when  moments  are  precious  is  furely  a  crime ; 

Hark  !— you  fay,   *'  I  could  never  forgive't  you!" 
Each  reafon,  befides,  in  itfelf  is  but  fmall, 
The  hardfhip  confifls  in  uniting  them  all. 

Till  they  mount  to  the  total  of  fifty. 

How 
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How  often  when  Night's  happy  hours  I  employ, 
In  dreams  of  my  Kitty,  of  rapture  and  joy. 

To  fuch  heights  as  oft  Fancy  will  lift  you; 
.  In  the  midft  of  my  blifs  do  I  wake  with  a  curfe, 
And,  frantick  with  rage,  cry  aloud  to  my  Purfe, 

"  Ah  !  Tray  tor,  why  hold'ft  thou  not  fifty  ?" 

But  let  not  your  fiftylefs  lover  defpair. 

Or  'tis  fifty  to  one  that  he  dies  of  his  care ; 

Had  he  fifty  times  more  he  would  give  't  you : 
O!  wouldft  thou,  fweet  Kitty,  once  yield  him  thy  charms,. 
He'd  convince  you,  as  panting  you  died  in  his  arms. 

Five  and  twenty's  more  precious  than  fifty. 

Let  him  hope  then  that  quickly  a  billet  you ^11  fend. 
Appointing  a  time  and  a  place  to  attend; 

On  Love's  wings  he'll  fiy  away  fwift  t'  you  : 
Let  your  lilly-white  hand.  Miss,  direft  to  G.  C. 
And  your  Dwarf  drop  the  note  at  the  Grecian  for  me — 

I'll  be  with  you  'ere  you  can  count  fifty. 

EPIGRAMS.. 


I 
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EPIGRAMS. 


I. 


*  *  *  *  *     -g    cc  harmlefs  as  a  Dove,' 
Yet  "as  a  Serpent  wife;" 

Her  Heart  infpires  Platonick  Love, 
Flames  fiercer  far  her  Eyes. 


II. 


On  a  Male   Coquette.  J 

*  *  *  *  paints  and  patches  to  attrad;  the  Fair; 
"   How  nice  this  curl!    how  bright  that  foHtalrel" — 
Miftaken  Wretch  !  how  foolifii  is  your  plan ! 
If  you  would  pleafe  the  Women,  be  a  Man. 

III.  On 
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III. 

On  the  Critical  Reviewers. 

Hide  your  heads,  Sons  of  Genius !   for  now,  be  it  known. 
Queen  Dulness  has  firmly  eftablifh'd  her  throne  ; 
On  the  firft  of  each  month  her  fat  Heralds  appear, 
From  the  brows  of  young  Bards  the  green  laurel  to  tear ; 
In  vain  Wit  and  Learning  aflert  their  juft  claim, 
"  Your  Wit  is  burlefquey  and  your  Learning  is  tame  -y'' 
But  tip  them  a  Fee,  orenlift  in  their  Clan, 
Then  'tis  *'  fine  !  bravo  I  glorious !  aye,  this  is  the  plan  !" 
Be  the  fluff  what  it  will,  to  the  fkies  they  extoll  it, 
Macpherson's  Verje-frofey  or  a  Story  by  Smollett. 

IV. 

0?i   the  'Tragedy   of  Elvira. 

Toby  Smollett  laft  night,  fipping  punch  at  Saltero'sy 
Caft  his  eye  o'er  a  lift  of  our  Tragedy  Heroes ; 
At  this  one  he  wink'd,  at  another  he  nodded  — 
In  fhort,  fome  he  cenfur'd,  and  fome  he  applauded : 

N  When 


[    9^    ] 

When  he  came  to  his  Countryman,  David  Malloch, 

The  Doctor  trcmcndoufly  fce-iiiwM  his  block  ; 

Half-grinning  he  cried,   "  What  a  pitiful  ftory  ! 

«  Daw  Malloch  the  Whig  in  his  old  age  turn'd  Tory  ! 

*'  How  convenient  t.o  feme  their  Political  Creed!— 

*'  Troths  David,  'were  haith  frae  the  Noarth  o  the  Tweed." 

V. 

On  the  death  of  an  eminent  Letter-fou?ider. 

On  Letter- founding  Caslon's  fame 
Though  Death  has  clos'd  the  portal, 

The  groaning  Prefs  fhall  ftamp  his  name. 
With  his  own  types,  immortal. 

VI. 

On  a  Modern  Odes  Motto. 

An  Ode  by  Scott  ! — Damnation  feal  his  doom, 
Who  calls  our  Sovereign's  Son  the  Hope  of  Rome  ! 


I 


Martial. 
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Martial.   Liber  I.   Epigrammq  XCII. 

Cum  tua  non  edas,  carpis  mea  carmina,  LaelL: 
Carpere  vel  noli  noftra,  vel  cde  tua. 

Imitated. 

Avaunt,  ye  Profemen  vile  f  nor  e'er 
Attempt  to  fcale  Apollo's  fphere, 

With  unpoetick.  engines  : 
Poor  Critick  I  ceafe,  with  breath  malign, 
To  blafl  my  Verfe  —  or  publifh  thine, 

And  give  me  tenfold  vengeance. 


ANTI-LUCRETIUS. 


Quis  credit  ex  Atomorum  concurfione  fortuita  hujus  mundl  pulcherrimum 
ornatum  efTe  perfedum  ?  An  cum  machinatione  quadam  aliquid  moveri 
videmus,  ut  fpheram,  ut  horas,  ut  alia  permulta,  non  dubitamus  quin 
fint  opera  ilia  Rationis?  Cum  autem  impetum  cceli  cum  admirabili 
celeritate  moveri,  vertique  videamus,  conflantiflime  conficientem  vicifli- 
tudines  anniverfarias  cum  fumma  falute  et  confervatione  rerum  omnium, 
dubitamus  quin  ea  non  folum  Ratione  fiant,  fed  etiam  excellenti  quadam 
divinaque  Ratione ?  Cicero. 
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TRANSLATION 
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ANTI-LUCRETIUS. 


By  GEORGE  CANNING  of  the  Middle  Temple  Efq; 


Nee  verbum  verbo  curabis  reddere,  fidus 

Interpres.  Hor. 

Malheur  aux  faifeurs  de  tradudions  literales,  qui  traduifant  chaque  parole  enervent 
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HER      MAJESTY 


QJJEEN   CHARLOTTE, 


THIS    TRANSLATION    OF   A  POEM, 


CALCULATED    TO  PROMOTE  THE   CAUSE    OF 


RELIGION,     AND    VIRTUE, 


BY   OVERTURNING  THE  PILLARS  OF 
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P     RE     FA     C     E. 

rH  E  follomv-g   Fhilofophkal  Poem  was  written  ori- 
ginally  i7i   Latin  by  the  Cardinal  de    Polignac, 
ai^d  publiJJjed  after  his  deaths    in   the  year    174.7. 
I  pall  fay  nothing   of  iis   jnerit^    as  that,   I  believe,   is 
tmiverfally  achwwledged.     It  has  been   my  endeavour  to 
transfufe  into  the  I'ranfation,    7iot  the  fenfe  only,  but  ih». 
fpirit  of  the  Original ;   i?i  pu? fiance  of  which  view,   I  have 
regarded  the    Precept   of  Horace,    not   as   a  fnatter   of 
ifidulgence,  hut  of  duty  :  Uoiv  I  have  fucceeded,  the  Pub  lick 
will  befl  judge.     In  certain  points   of  Natural  Philofophy, 
which  perhaps  are  problematical,   though  I  am  inclined  to 
thi7ik  the   Cardinal'^   opinions  errojieous,  yet  1  have  not 
prefumed  to  deviate  from  his  paths  :  Thefe  are,  however,  by 
no  meajts  fatal,   I  may  fay,  72ot  even  injurious,   to  the  maiit 
fcope  of  his  argvjneiit.     But  where  I  have  foimd  him  bear* 
hard  up07t  the  general  idea  (j/"  Liberty,  the  univerfal  Birth- 
right of  all  Mankind,  I  co7feJ}   I  have  770t  been  altogether 
jo  delicate  ;  for  I  thought   it  ii^cimibent  07i  me,   as  a  faith- 
ful Tra77JJator,    to  7nake  his  Eminence,  to  the  bcfl  of  ?7iy 
ability,  an  Englishman,  as  well  in  point  of  Senti7ne7it,  as  of 
Language,   I  mufl,  neverihelefs,   do  him  the  jufice  to  allow 
that  I  have  710 1  had fuch  frequent  occafon  for  etercifi7ig  ct 
licence  i/i  this  particular,  as  I  had  reajm  to  expeSl,.  conf- 
deri?ig  the  place  of  his  birth,  and  the  high  Ra7ik  he  bore  i7i 
a  Church,    which   has   ever  been   the  Nwfe   of  arbitrajy 
principles,.   If  I  have  taken  fo7ne  latitude  in  other  places,   I 


a  hopd 
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hope  it  will  be  pardoned^   as  always  meant  to  enforce^  or 
illujlrate^   the  reafoning  of  Jny  Author, 

It  has  very  much  furprized  me  that  7io  Engliflj  Tranfla- 
tmt  of  a  Work  fo  celebrated  has  hitherto  appeared ;  /or, 
t/pon  the  raofi  accurate  Enquiry^  I  could  not  fnd  that  a?iy 
further  Step  had  ever  been  taken  towards  it,  than  by  the 
publication  of  about  fourfcore  lifies,  as  a  fpecimen  of  an 
intended  Poetical  Verfwn,  feveral  Tears  fmce  ;  a7tdy  fofne. 
time  later,  of  a  fmgle  Book,  done  into  that  f pedes  of  metre, 
which  is  called  Blaitk  Verfe. 

I  have  but  a  word  more  to  fay  in  refpeB  to  the  Tranfa- 
tion  which  I  now  offer  to  the  Publick  ;  and  that  is  barely  on 
the  f core  of  it's  length.  It  will  be  found,  in  number  of  Imes^ 
to  fir  etch  out  a  third  part  beyond  the  OrigifiaL  I  know 
it  to  be  the  received  opinion,  that  the  Latiiz  language  is 
more  comprehenfive  than  the  Englijh  ;  //  is  not  mine.  How 
much  foever  the  Englifj  Language  mufl  yield  to  the  Latin 
in  perfeSiton  of  Harmony,  in  energy  of  Expreffto7t  I  take  it 
to  be  at  leafl  it's  equal.  T'he  plain,  and  femple  Reafon  why 
a  faithful  E7iglifD  'Tra7ifation,  in  Heroick  fneafure,  7nufi 
ever  contai7t  more  lines,  hy  07ie  third,  than  the  Original,  if 
co77ipoJed  of  Lati7i  Hexa7neters,  is,  becaufe  the  Latin  Line 
exceeds  the  Englijh  exa&ly  i7i  that  proportion.  A  Lati7i 
Hexa7neter  7nay  cojiffl  of  feventee7t  fyllables,  mufl  of  thir- 
tee7i ;  the  7nediu7n  is  ffteen  :  An  EjiglifJo  Heroick  line  is 
U77iited  to  ten.  In  Elifon  the  two  la7iguages  have  equal  licence. 

Middle  Temple, 
November  i,  1766. 
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ANTI-LUCRETIUS, 


BOOK       I. 


ARDUOUS    the  taflc,   on  mortal  wing  to  rife, 
Spurn  native  earth,  and  cleave  th'  empyreal  fkies, 
Through  boundlefs  fpace  purfue  th'  immortal  theme, 
And,  greatly  daring,  fcan  the  Power  Supreme. 
For  what,  my  friend,  can  worlds  on  worlds  afford, 
Above  their  Maker  ?  greater  than  their  Lord  ? 
Source  of  exiftence,  all-fufficient  caufe, 
Whofe  breath  is  life,  whofe  words  eternal  laws, 
Self-centred  Being,  on  whom  all  depend. 

Who  was,  and  is,  and  fliall  be  without  end  I 

B  His 
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His  wonderoiis  works  th'  almighty  hand  reveal, 
The  hand  that  wrought  them,  yet  in  part  conceal  ; 
While  myfteries  dark  the  bright  effulgence  fliroud. 
They  fliew  the  Sun  obfcur'd  behind  a  cloud. 

Hence  torturing  doubts,  unfolv'd,   diftrad  mankind, 
Who  yield  up   all   to  fate.   Fate  fix'd,   and  blind, 
Or  think  a  firm,  eftabliih'd  law  bears  fway, 
Great  Nature's  Law,   which  all  things  muft  obey. 
Hence  fome  will  doubt,  and  yet  they  know  not  why  ; 
But,  black  with  guilt,  they  dread  th'  all-feeing  eye, 
The  Judge  tremendous  fcares  them  from  his  tlirone. 
They  wi£h  no  God,   then  half-believe  there's  none. 
Others  more  bold,  from  Epicurus'  fchool, 
Depofe  thofe  Gods,  who  once  held  fovereign  rule, 
Submit  the  univcrfe  to  Fortune's  pow'r. 
Nor  hope,   nor  fear,  beyond  the  prefent  hour, 

Their  flothful  {lumbers  no  rude  cares  invade — 

Such  monftrous  ills  can  lawlefs  luft  perfuade  1 

With  thefe  I  war  j  and  dare  the  poor  remains, 
Of  that  proud  Sect,    to  meet  me  on  the  plains, 
There,  arm'd  by  reafon,  equal  combat  try, 
Though,   vain  pretence  !  they  fight  for  Liberty. 


PrefuHi- 
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Prefumptuoiis  rebels  !  faliely  thus  to  claim, 

The  honour'd  fandllon  of  (o  fair  a  name  ! 

Truth,   piercing  truth,   fhall  all  their  wiles  confound, 

And  He,   their  boafted  Champion,   bite  the  ground  : 

How  droops  the  laurel,   blafted  on  his  brow  I 

The  Mufe  no  longer  fig-hts  for  lidion  now, 

But  why  the  Mufe  ? — On  Thee  alone  I  call, 
Prime  caufe,   and  guide  omnipotent  of  all !  I 

Eternal  wifdom  !  virtue  !  reafon  !  mind  ! 
Staff  of  the  lame  !  and  light  to  lead  the  blind  ! 
Supreme  director  !    breather  of  the  foul! 
Who  didft  create,  and  muft  fupport  the  whole  I 
Thou,   only  thou,   canft  give  the  bard  to  fee. 
The  beauteous  order,  firfl:  compos'd  by  thee  ! 
Through  darkeft  gloom  condudl  the  vifual  ray, 
And  nature's  hidden  harmony  difplay  ! 
In  thee  is  fed  th'  infatiate,  fierce  defire, 
Of  fearching  truth,  which  thou  didft  firfl:  infpire  ! 
Deign  thou  my  words  to  firengthen  and  refine ! 
Avenge  the  caufe  I   the  gloriom  caufe  ! — 'Tis  thine  ! 

But,  QuiNTius,  you,  whom  Pleafure,  link'd  with  youth. 
Has  fnatch'd,  incautious,  from  the  paths  of  truth; 

B  2  *  Or 
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Or  pride  of  genius,  fcorning  vulgar  ties, 
(Pride,  that  pays  court  to  man,  and  God  defies !) 
Has  rafhly  driv'n  th'  unequal  chance  to  lay, 
Stake  life  with  death,  an  age  againft  a  day; 

Hold,  'ere  too  late ! Your  eyes  no  longer  clcfe. 

Nor  thus,    perverfe,    th'  allbrightening  beams  oppofe» 

AfTuage  th'  indocile  mind's  tumultuous  fwell, 

"Where  pert  conceit  'gainft  knowledge  dares  rebel  t 

Exert  your  reafoh  :   far  let  paflion  fly, 

And  bafe-born  prejudice,  with  jaundic'd  eye ; 

Inquire,  examine,   lend  a  patient  ear  ; 

Decide  the  caufe,  but  firft  the  parties  hear : 

With  arm  uplifted  fairly  poife  the  fcale, 

Then  boldly  judge,  as  truth  and  fenfe  prevaiL 

O !  that,  while,   led  by  Reafon  s  facred  ray,, 
Wide  to  thy  view  her  realms  I  dare  difplay, 
Castalian  founts  might  fpring  beneath  my  toil. 
And  fcatter  verdure  o'er  the  burning  foil. 
To  Ihrubs  and  flowers  the  horrid  brambles  turn. 
And  Aganippe  pour  her  copious  urn! 
I  want^  alas!   Your  Favourite  Poet's  charms. 
The  fvveet  that  foftensj  the  fublime  that  warms ; 


While 
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While  fidion's  lore,  and  fickle  Greece's  dreams, 

To  bright-ey'd  fancy  open'd  ample  themes, 

Smooth  flow'd  his  graces  through  a  channel  known, 

A  tongue  harmonious,  and  that  tongue  his  own. 

Pleafures,  and  Loves,  and  all  the  fportive  throng, 

The  train  of  Venus,  revel  in  his  fong  : 

But  Truth's  harfh  maxims,   Reafon's  rigid  law, 

Infpire  my  hearers  with  religious  awe  ; 

No  trembling  firing  is  tun'd  to  foft  defire. 

But  grave,  and  folemn,  founds  the  facred  lyre. 

Rich  nature's  charms  are  all  at  his  command. 

For  him  her  flowers  (he  ftrews  with  lavifh  hand  ; 

His  magick  touch  enchants  the  fairy  ground. 

Soft  breathes  the  air,  and  all's  elyfium  round  : 

Rude  Boreas  hufh'd,  no  wind  but  Zephyr  blows. 

Each  murmuring  rill  in  wild  meanders  flows  ; 

Rivers  of  milk  through  fertile  meadows  rove, 

Kind  invitation  nods  from  every  grove  • 

From  earth  to  heav'n  the  founds  re-echoing  fly, 
And  brighter  radiance  gleams  through  all  the  fky. 

Sweet  flng  the  painted  birds  j    the  fruitful  plains 

Teem  with  abundance  for  the  happy  fwains ; 

Light  bound  the  flocks  and  herds ;  the  fliepherds  join,, 

While  jovial  meafures  dance  in  every  line  j 


The 
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The  Queen  of  Love  o'er  earth  and  heav'n  bears  fway, 
And  her  foft  mandates  boundlefs  worlds  obey. 

Thus  fables,   tmg'd  with  fidion  s  beauteous  dye, 
With  borrow'd  luftre  cheat  the  ravifh'd  eye  ; 
From  Athens'  fount  the  fhining  colours  flow, 
The  mufe's  pencil  heightens  all  their  glow. 
Such  were  the  charms  of  Circe's  poifon'd  bowl, 
That  lull'd  each  fenfe,   and  brutaliz'd  the  foul ; 
Such  charms  inlidious,    O  my  friend  !    defpife, 
Firm  as  Ulysses,   as  Ulysses   wile: 
Break  from  thy  chains ;    take  Reafon's  wings,   and  fly 
The  dangerous  wiles  of  falfe  philofophy  : 
Think  for  thyfelf :  the  fair  Enchantress  fliun. 
Though  proud  flie  boaft  her  lineage  from  the  Sun ; 
Left,  taught  like  fwine  to  grunt,   or  owls  to  fcream, 
Thy  light  be  darknefs,    and  thy  life  a  dream. 
Here  fliines  the  Godhead  !    Here  each  facred  line 
O'erflows  with  praifes,   praifes  all  divine! 
Scar'd  at  the  aweful  theme,    the  wanton  mufe 
May  coyly  ftart,  and  her  kind  aid  refufe  ; 
We  need  no  trumpet  to  fpread  wide  alarms, 
Strength  bears  our  ftandard,  vidory  waits  our  arms. 
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But  while  the  facred  numbers  pour  along, 
Do  thou,  attentive,  liften  to  my  fong, 

« 

The  Man,   who  firft  dar'd  hardily  to  feign, 
Gods  fcarce  exifting,  lazy,  dull,  and  vain ; 
Who  fram'd  eternal  Atoms  at  his  will, 
By  cafual  concourfe  empty  Space  to  fill ; 
Who  doom'd  to  death,  man's  nobleft  part,   the  foul, 
And  gave  blind  chance  the  condud:  of  the  whole  j 
With  fhamelefs  confidence,   himfelf  proclaims, 
(Herald  of  pleafure !)  all  his  guilty  aims : 
For,  at  his  birth,  he  found  mankind  enflav'd. 
Nor,   yet,  with  impious  front,  heav'n's  vengeance  brav'd; 
Then  did  Religion's  aweful  fears  prevail. 
At  her  alarms  each  human  face  turn'd  pale. 
From  angry  Gods  left  quick  deflrudiion  hurl'd, 
Should  crufh  to  ruins  this  devoted  World. 
No  fenfual  joys  thofe  harrowing  thoughts  exclude, 
On  feftal  days  th'  unwelcome  guefls  intrude  ; 
While  fears  forbid,   though  ftrong  defires  incline. 
The  wretch  flands  trembling,  ev'n  at  pleafure's  flirine.  ^ 

'Twas  then  th'  indignant  Epicurus  rofe. 
Mankind  his  frieods,  the  Gods  alone  his  foes,  j 

To 
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To  rhake  their  power  he  dares  invade  the  fky, 
Pointlcfs,  and  vain,  Apollo's  arrows  fly, 
Jove's  thunder  drops  from  his  unnerved  hands, 
O'er  vanquifli'd  deities  the  conqueror  ftands, 
Proud  from  his  throne  fends  forth  the  wifli'd  decree, 
And  fets  the  world  from  death's  grim  terrors  free. 

Triumphant  thus,  yet  ftill  remain'd  behind 
One  deadly  care,  which  rankled  in  his  mind ; 
Religion  banifli'd.  Sin  muft  alfo  fall ; 
But  now,   fince  all  things  were  allow'd  to  all, 
Crimes,   horrid  crimes,  might  blafl:  his  new-born  fame, 
And  endlefs  ages  execrate  his  name. 
He  fought  fome  means  the  pafTions  to  reftrain. 
And  nature's  limit  ferv'd  for  pleafure's  chain : 
Not  fcorn  of  vice,  not  love  of  virtue's  charms, 
Urg'd  him  to  clafp  the  fair  one  in  his  arms ; 
Virtue  and  vice,  to  him,  were  idle  dreams, 
But  he  lov'd  quiet,  and  he  fear'd  extremes  ; 
Pain  menac'd  vengeance,   on  the  leaft  excefs, 
Dire  foe  to  him,  whom  indolence  could  blefs ! 
Rage,  luft,  ambition,   interrupt  repofe, 
Drawn  into  ads,  the  laws  will  punifli  thofe ; 

I  Or, 
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Or,  fhould  they  fleep,  ftern  confcience  foon  deftroys 
All  peace  of  mind,   and  poifons  guilty  joys. 

But  when  he  once  had  dropp'd  the  loofen'd  rein, 
All  ftruggles  to  recover  it  were  vain ; 
PafRon  permitted  to  a  vicious  age, 
Vain  were  all  efforts  to  reprefs  their  rage. 
The  Pilot  thus,  when  bluftering  north  winds  blow. 
Should  he,  negledlful,  let  the  rudder  go — 
What  though  he  chear  the  crew,  and  loudly  cry, 
"  Quick  furl  the  fails,  and  every  cable  ply  !" 
Idly  he  calls,   and  impotently  raves, 
Tofs'd  is  his  fliip,  the  fport  of  winds  and  waves ; 
Vainly  he  now  laments  his  loft  command. 
And  mourns,  too  late,   the  error  of  his  hand. 
Or  as  fome  ftrong,  and  well-compadted  mole, 
Rais'd  by  vaft  labour,  firmly  to  controul 
The  foaming  torrent's  rage — break  down  the  bar, 
Out  gufh  th'  imprifon'd  waters,  wide  and  far 
They  fpread  deftrudion,   furious  from  their  chains. 
And,  mad  with  freedom,  deluge  all  the  plains. 
Heav'n's  rule  rejected,  fruitlefs  was  the  plan, 
By  human  laws,  to  govern  ftubborn  man. 

C  Deluded 


10  ANTI-LUCRETIUS. 

Dduded  fed: !  in  Tcarch  of  liberty, 
You  cliang'd  your  mafters,   but  became  not  free  ; 
For  favage  Luft,  unbridled,  feiz'd  the  throne, 
Which  Right,  and  Reafon,   gave  to  God  alone. 

What  room  for  Juftice  ?   Where  can  morals  fhine, 
If  Power  Supreme  fliould  ceafe  to  draw  the  line? 
To  teach  mankind,   by  inward  light,  to  know, 
Where  lies  their  fafety,  and  where  lurks  the  foe? 
Or,  by  th'  infpired  Legiflator's  tongue. 
Shew  freedom's  bounds,   and  feparate  right  from  wrong  ? 
Elfe  Good,   and  111,  in  blind  confufion  lie, 
Opinion  vague  the  only  rule  to  try ! 
Man's  beft,   and  worft  ads,  weigh 'd  in  Wifdom's  fcale, 
Would  poife  the  beam,  nor  either  fide  prevail : 
To  fnatch  a  father  from  the  jaws  of  death. 
And  thus  repay  the  bodn  of  borrow'd  breath. 
Would  feem  no  better,  fairer,  nobler  part, 
Than  to  embrace,  and  ftab  him  to  the  heart. 
That  Nature's  light  cannot  inftruA  mankind. 
You  muft  acknowledge,  for  you  paint  her  blind. 
Hence  hidden  crimes,   and  virtuous  deeds,  unknown, 
Bear  the  fame  price,  th'  intrinfick  value  fhewn ; 

•  3  For 
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For  undiflinguifli'd,  but  by  common  fame, 
Their  difference  can  be  but  an  empty  name. 

By  nature  fierce,  and  flung  by  ftrong  deiire, 
Prone  of  himfelf  to  ill,  with  blood  on  fire, 
Some  youth,  who  draughts  from  your  black  fountain  drains, 
And  feels  the  potent  poifon  in  his  veins, 
Spurning  religion,  loos'd  from  every  fear. 
Who  thinks,  to  live,  is  to  indulge  good  chear. 
To  feaft,  to  revel,  every  wifii  to  cloy. 
And  fix  no  bound,  but  impotence,  to  joy; 
Who  death,  and  future  judgement  laughs  to  fcorn. 
Thinks  man  fhall  be  as  though  he  'ad  ne'er  been  born, 
That  chance  on  all  a  being  did  beftow. 
That  death  to  chance  pays  back  the  debt  we  owe, 
That  nought  is  dreadful  here,   but  grief  and  pain, 

All  other  ills,  chimseras  of  the  brain 

Say,  what  can  curb  him,  fhould  he  hope  to  fhroud 
His  flagrant  crimes  in  fecrecy's  dark  cloud  ? 
Can  robbery,  rape,   or  murder  fhake  his  foul. 
Hid  from  men's  eyes,  his  fole  confefs'd  controul  ? 
Ardent  to  follow,  panting  to  obey. 
Where'er  his  Goddefs,  Pleasure,  points  the  way, 

C  2  In 
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In  vain  you  caution,  chide,  remonftrate,  rail ; 
Why  fliould  he  liflen  to  an  idle  tale  ? 
The  Gods  dethron'd,   you've  cur'd  his  chilling  fears, 
Toy  fwclls  his  fails,  impetuous  paffion  fleers  j 
Can  cold  advice,  or  prudent  counfel  turn. 
Winds  when  they  rage,  or  hinder  fires  to  burn  ? 
Shall  the  hot  youth,  reliev'd  from  every  care, 
No  hopes  to  tempt  him,  no  alarms  to  fcare, 
Forego  the  joys,   that  court  his  keen  defires. 
And,   unrewarded,   wafte  with  inward  fires  ? 

Can  Shame,  or  Confcience  feize  the  flacken'd  rein  ? — 

Sin  not  exifting,  why  fhould  thefe  reftrain  ? 

Confcience  can  only  rack  the  guilty  breaft. 

But  guilt  you've  banifh'd  ;   thus  the  mind's  at  reft : 

Licence  for  pleafure,  ample,  and  fecure, 
'Gainft  fell  Remorfe  has  fhut  the  mental  door; 

No  doubt,   nor  fcruple,   can  the  mind  confefs. 

When  fy flem  gravely  juftifies  excefs. 

Seek  not  to  veil  your  artifice,   but  own. 

This  was  your  end,  your  impious  end  alone, 

To  free  mankind  from  all  internal  awe, 

Confcience  to  choke,  and  filence  Nature's  law  :       ' 

Left 
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Left  cares,  intruGv^e,  fhould  repofe  invade, 

And  poifonous  adders  lurk  in  pleafure's  fhade  ; 

Left  fliarp  repentance,   led  by  Reafon's  ray, 

Should  pierce  the  clouds,  in  which  thou  'adft  wrapp'd  the  day, 

And  thy  deluded  Tons,  with  dread  furprize, 

View  the  deep  gulph,   thou  'adft  hidden  from  their  eyes. 

If  the  keen  fenfes  urge  the  mad  career. 

With  mightier  ftrength  than  ftiame  reftrains,  or  fear; 

And  only  fear,  or  ftiame,   can  have  the  force, 

To  curb  the  libertine,   and  check  his  courfe; 

Thofe  bars  o'erleap'd,   he  fwiftly  fcours  the  plain, 

Law's  feeble  arm  oppofes  him  in  vain. 

Soon  crulh'd,  and  trampled;   for  at  fuch  a  time, 

Crimes  become  Duties,   Innocence  a  Crime. 

Perhaps  unjuft  you'll  thefe  reproaches  call. 
And  fay,  they  but  on  Aristippus  fall. 
Poor  fubterfuge  !  though  thou  doft  not  proclaim 
Mifchief,  like  him,   thy  dod:rine  is  the  fame; 
With  open  boldnefs,   honeft,   and  fincere. 
He  is,   in  truth,   the  man  he  would  appear; 
In  this  unHke  Democritus,  and  thee. 
His  manners  with  his  principles  agree. 

Pleafure 
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Pleafurc  the  end,  and  fum  of  all  our  joys, 
Who'd  entertain  a  gueft  which  that  deftroys  ? 
To  bind  our  paiTions  down  by  reafon's  chain, 
Muft  be  falfe  wifdom,  for  it  gives  us  pain ; 
Spurn  all  reftraint ;  let  luft,  and  rapine  fway, 
Treachery,  and  fraud  their  fable  flags  difplay. 
To  night's  black  {hades  be  envious  reafon  hurl'd, 
And  mad  intemperance  rule  the  fubjedl  world. 
Indulge  your  genius,  flattering  Pleafure  cries, 
Who  can  be  blefs'd,  while  difappointment  flghs  ? 
Robb'd  of  your  wiflies,  grief,  and  pain  enfue. 
Who  can  be  griev'd,  and  pain'd,  and  happy  too  ? 
What  are  man's  laws  ?  And  what  the  love  of  fame  ? 
Shall  I  forego  my  tranfports  for  a  name  ?   - 
Shall  ills  of  chance  my  wandering  thoughts  engage? 
Difeafe  precarious,   or  long  lingering  age? 
Shall  I  regard  the  jealous  Cenfor's  frown. 
Who  envies  me  thofe  joys  he  dares  not  own  ? 
Whofe  awkward  ftiffnefs,  and  dogmatick  pride. 

The  young,  the  gay,   the  happy,   all  deride? 

Curfe  the  mean  thought ! — If  fires  my  cares  beguile, 
I'll  light  my  native  country's  funeral  pile. 
Shout  with  loud  joy  to  fee  the  flames  arife. 
And  with  a  feaftNERONiAN  glut  my  eyes. 


Where 
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(Where  boundlefs  Pleafure  bears  fupreme  command, 
Her  fifter,   Tyranny,  walks  hand  in  hand.) 
Death  fhould  piirfue  the  traytor,   who  withdraws 
His  firm  allegiance  from  the  glorious  caufe; 
Foe  to  himfelf,  who  all  his  blifs  deftroys, 
And  wages  war  againft  his  proper  joys; 
Who,  felf-tormenting,  flies  imagin'd  fin. 
Sees  Mifery's  gulph,  and,  feeing,   plunges  in. 

Hence  wonder  not  your  docile  fedl  withdrew. 
To  where  Gyrene's  banners  charm'd  their  view  ; 
Your  impious  precepts  they  receiv'd  too  well, 
Thofe  very  precepts  taught  them  to  rebel: 
For  madly  crediting  whate'er  you  told. 
How  could  they  from  forbidden  things  withhold  ? 
You  preach'd  up  patience!  you  advis'd  t'appeafe 
Unruly  paflions,  and  to  live  at  eafe  1  — 
You  did,   I  grant  it:   to  the  well  difpos'd 
Your  care,  fuperfluous,  needlefs  truths  difclos'd; 
Thofe  caft  in  different  mold,  fhould  they  abftain 
From  things  prohibited,  muft  live  in  pain ; 
But  thou  hadft  alio  ordered  them  to  live, 
In  all  the  happinefs  that  life  could  give ; 

Dofl 
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Doft  thou  not  fee  then,  labouring  to  be  blefs'd, 
If  thy  harfh  rules  beftow'd  not  wifh'd-for  reft, 
Joy,   by  thine  own  flri6i:  maxim,   muft  be  fought, 
And,  ev'n  at  price  of  virtue,  pleafure  bought  ? 
Long  fince  thou  'adfl  mov'd  all  obftacles  away. 
And  taught,  as  bodies  wafte,   fo  fouls  decay ; 
Hadft  ftripp'd,  whate'er  could  threaten,  or  entice, 
Reward  from  Virtue,  Punifhment  from  Vice. 

Sometimes  a  truce  with  fierce  Defire  you  make, 
And  pafs  by  pleafure,  ev'n  for  pleafure' s  fake  — 
Yes,   I  confefs  it :   Yet  ev'n  here  you  ad, 
Quite  inconfiftent ;   precept  combats  fad : 
For  you,  and  all  your  followers,  cry  amain, 
"  Pleasure's  the  best  of  things,   the  worst  is  Pain!" 
Gn  this  grand  maxim  every  truth  you  found, 
And  Venus'  gardens  echo  with  the  found  : 
Does  pain  not  follow  from  the  lofs  of  joy? 
Then  to  preferve  it  all  your  powers  employ: 
Right,  reafon,  juflice,  honour,  all  oppofe, 
But  vi6lory's  eafy  over  naked  foes; 
Urg'd  on  by  ruin,   Pleafure  drives  her  car, 
And  fmiles  'rnidfl  all  the  horrors  of  the  war. 

Should 
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Should  you  conftfs,  that  abftinence  may  be 
Sometimes  a  good,   and  there  we  both  agree. 
Why  call  me  wretched,  if  religious  awe 
Prefcribe  to  me,   though  not  to  you,   the  law  ? 
Know  then,   that  all  the  happinefs  is  mine ; 
Should  vlftory  crown  thee,    thou  muft  ftill  repine, 
Conqueft,  to  thee,   brings  tortures  from  the  fight, 
To  me,  joy,  glory,  and  fupreme  delight: 
Say,  Epicurus,  wouldft  thou  rather  yield, 
Than  bear  fuch  trophies  from  the  hard-fought  field  ?— 
'Tis  then  confefs'd:   the  gate  thrown  open  wide. 
Vices,   and  crimes,  gufh  out  in  full  fpring-tide. 

Still  you  contend,  and  fain  would  have  it  prov'd. 
That  every  bar  to  ill  is  not  remov'd  ; 
You  urge  the  dread  of  punifhment,  and  fear 
Of  vengeance,    to  reftrain  the  wild  career. 
Freed  from  religion's  facred,  ftern  controul. 
Shall  trivial  terrors  fhake  the  guilty  foul? 
Shall  I  Heav'n's  law,  and  Lord  fupreme  defy, 
Yet  mortal  judges  viev/  with  trembling  eye  ? 
Or  if  the  horror  of  a  moment's  pain. 
Can  each  impetuous,  rude  defire  reftrain, 

D  Alas  I 
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Alas !  I  fall  again  into  the  fnare, 

I  hop'd  t'havc  fcap'd,   by  your  officious  care  ; 

To  torments,  ftill,  my  anxious  mind's  a  prey, 

And  far  unworthier  terrors  now  bear  fway : 

Self-torturino;  wretch!  Relio-ion's  fetters  gone, 

More  grievous  chains  are  by  myfelf  put  on; 

Rebel,  not  free,   philofopher  unwife, 

I  crouch  to  tyrants,   whom  I  muft  defpife. 

Avert  the  curfe,  kind  heav'n  !   the  aweful  flirine, 

Where  pleafure  falls  a  vidim,   fliould  be  thine! 

Ne'er  let  mc  tremble  at  the  Tyrant's  nod, 

But  yield  the  noble  facrifice  to  Godl 

All  joys  that  periili  equal  merit  claim, 

All  temporal  bleffings  nearly  are  the  fame  : 

If  all  our  earth-born  pleafures  muft  decay. 

Then  why  prefer  tomorrov/  to  to  day? 

V/liy  quit  poircilion,   prcfent  in  your  pow'r, 

For  fleeting  tranfports  of  a  future  hour  ? 

Man's  fwelling  mind,  from  raptures  felf-debarr'd, 

Seeks  a  far  ampler,  more  fecure  reward  ; 

Not  here  by  moments,  moments  to  redeem, 

Such  paltry  barter  links  in  his  efteem. 

But  up  to  Heav'n  he  turns  his  ardent  eyes, 

A  Moment  loft.   Eternity  the  prize. 


The 
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The  prudent  Hind,   who  ploughs  the  flubborn  foil, 
Experts  large  intereft  for  his  painful  toil; 
Should  niggard  Earth  to  all  his  labours  yield, 
No  grains  but  thofe,   he  'ad  fcatter'd  o'er  the  Held, 
Soon  would  he  ceafe,   nor  till  th'  ungrateful  plain, 
With  wearied  limbs,   unrecompens'd  by  gain; 
'Tis  Hope  that  prompts  him,  Hope  that  urges  ftill, 
With  fome  {qw  feeds  his  groaning  barns  to  fill ; 
He  mocks  fatigue,  and  every  hardship  braves, 
While,   in  his  mind,  the  golden  harvefl  waves. 

What  though  this  fervile,   mean,  defpotick  fear 
Should  keep  fome  men  from  vicious  adions  clear  ? 
Prevent,   'mongft  mortals,  here  and  there,  a  crime, 
And  drive  it's  flaves  from  pleafures  for  a  time  ? 
Yet  Love  of  Virtue  fprings  not  from  it's  pains, 
Still  unextinguifh'd,  Vice  triumphant  reigns : 
Far  other  tribute  Virtue's  edicts  claim, 
Than  dread  of  dungeons,  and  a  blafted  name  5 
She  wars  not,  merely,  with  attendant  woe, 
But  Vice,  itfelf,  is  her  eternal  foe : 
Could  file,  unhurt,  efcape  the  guilty  fnare, 
Hatred,  and  Scorn,  would  urge  her  to  forbear, 

D  2  He> 
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]ic,  to  her  brightnefs,   who  due  homage  pays. 
In  the  fame  balance,   ads,   and  wiilies  weighs ;. 
Frowns  not  alone,  on  deeds  of  darknefs  wrought, 
But  /hakes  with  horror,  even  at  the  thought. 
Wliat  profit  reaps  he,  fimply  who  abftains. 
While  lawlefs  Paflion  holds  his  mind  in  chains  ? 

Eefides,  you  fure  miift  own  that  crimes  abouu-d. 
For  which  the  laws  no  punifliment  have  found: 
Such  crimes  as  deeply  ftain  the  hmnan  mind, 
Yet  human  juftice  flill  to  thcfe  is  blind  ; 
Dauntlefs  the  ^vUfcreant  may  his  guilt  avow, 
Nor  dread  the  frown  of  a  ftern  Judge's  brow. 
As  when  th'  ungrateful  Wretch,   unwhipp'd,  repays 
Evil  for  good,  and  foul  reproach  for  praife  ; 
When  fcouiing  Envy  lours,  and  deems  it  hardy 
•That,   (lie  unnotic'd.  Virtue  meets  reward  5 
Who  falfely  promife,  fecrets  who  reveal. 
Who  grafp  at  riches,  merely  to  conceal. 
Who  dare  to  violate  the  bonds  of  Truth, 
Who  give  bad  counfel  to  incautious  youth, 
Who,   to  their  fond,  believing  friends  unjufl, 
No  witnefs  prefent,   break  their  facred  truft, 

.    5 
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Who  drive  Ambition's  mad  career  to  Fame,  n: 

Or  bafely  Teek  to  blaft  a  fpotlefs  name, 

Who  wifli  for  famine,   to  increafe  their  ftore, 

Or,  pleas'd,  would  fee  their  Country  drench'd  in  gore, 

Who  Ions;  their  Parents'  funeials  to  attend, 

Hear  Sorrow's  fighs,   yet  aid  refufe  to  lend. 

Who  proudly  grind  the  faces  of  the  Poor, 

And  chafe  the  weeping  Widow  from  their  door, 

The  Judge  corrupt,  who  holds  the  partial  fcale, 

Makes  Virtue  light,   and  ponderous  Vice  prevail. 

While  yet,   vile  Hypocrite!   to  hide  his  fnares. 
The  fpecious  garb  of  Honefly  he  wears  j 

All  thefe  may  fafely  Pleafure's  laws  obey, 

And  adl  their  favourite  fins  without  difmay; 

The  God  of  Vengeance  robb'd  of  all  his  Fires, 

What  can  be  facred,   but  their  own  defires  ? 

'Mongft  all  thy  followers,  fhould  ev'n  one  be  founds 
Whofe  moderate  paflions  decent  limits  bound, 
Whom  Pleafure,   though  his  Goddefs,  cannot  draw 
To  mad  extremes,  and  breach  of  every  law  ; 
Thank  not  your  Do^lrine,  Foe  to  all  the  tiesj, 
Or  fram'd  on  Earth,  or  handed  from  the  Skies, 

Whofe 
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Wliofe  favourite  precept  is  to  grafp  at  joy, 

I'houfrli  that  fell  grafp  iliould  Earth,  and  Heav'n  dcftroy : 

Thank  only  Fortune,  thank  the  temper  mild, 

Art  never  form'd,   but  Nature  gave  the  child  ; 

From  various  points  while  juftling  Atoms  flew. 

Chance  fix'd  the  ftamp,  and  fo  the  Infant  grew. 

On  the  high  mountain's  brow,  or  in  the  fliade, 

The  o-entle  Sheep  thus  crops  the  tender  blade. 

Her  cares  though  nought  but  Innocence  engage, 

Shall  fhe  reproach  the  Lion's  furious  rage? 

Or  the  fierce  Wolf's  carnivorous  tangs  condemn? 

Nature  has  made  her  placid,   favage  them. 

I  o-rant  from  Mildnefs  nothino;  can  be  fear'd, 

But  how  fhall  Paflion's  helmlefs  bark  be  fleer'd  ? 

Her  rudder  loft,   by  Reafon  unconfin'd, 

Tofs'd  up  and  down,   the  fport  of  every  wind? 

The  helplefs  Wretch,   with  feverifh  rage  accurs'd, 

Parch'd  up  with  flames  unquench'd  of  burning  thirfl, 

In  vain  from  Patience  feeks  the  wifh'd-for  eafe, 

Frefli  ftreams  alone  his  inward  fires  appeafe. 

No  peace  can  Theseus  tafte,  while  Ph^dra's  charms 
Call  him  to  inceft,  from  her  fifter's  arms ; 

No 
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No  reft  can  calm  him,   till  he  quits  his  bride, 

And  breaks  thofe  bands,  fo  late  by  Hymen  tied. 

Loft  Ariadne  1   nought  avails  the  clue, 

That  faithful  guide,   to  which  his  life  is  due; 

Ungrateful  Hufband  !   though  Love  fail  thee  now, 

Canft  thou  forget  the  Labyrinth,  and  thy  \'ow  ? 

Ah  !    what  are  vows !    and  what  vain  honour's  claim 

Poor  is  their  force  to  check  the  rifing  flame. 

Meanwhile  with  doubts  the  tortur'd  Hero  burns, 

And  feels  each  ftruggling  pafTion  ftrong  by  turns ; 

What  fhould  he  do  ?  liis  pleafing  hopes  deftroy  ? 

Quench  a  bright  flame  that  lights  him  on  to  joy  ? 

Confcious  of  guilty  fires,  too  well  he  knows, 

Defire  oppos'd  with  fiercer  fury  glows  : 

But  if,  defpairing  vi6tory,   he  fhould  yield, 

And  to  the  haughty  Conqueror  quit  the  field, 

Calm  Peace  returns,   to  foothe  his  troubled  mind  5 

That  Peace  is  pleafure,   blifs  of  human  kind  ! 

Thus,   Epicurus,   'ere  thy  name  was  known. 

Ripe,   in  fome  hearts,  thy  principles  were  grown  ! — 

All  ties  diflTolv'd,   the  Traytor  leaves  the  fhore, 

Anid  his  fond  wife,  ah  !  now  his  wife  no  more  ! 

She,   madly  raving,   while  lier  falfe-one  fleers. 

Rends  heav'n  with  flirieks,  and  fwells  the  fea  with  tears, 

With 
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With  hair  diihcveird,   on  the  margin  ilaiids. 
And  toward  him  fpreads  her  iinavaiHng  hands. 

No  peace  can  Ph.^dra  taile,   fince  wild  defires 
Have  plung'd  her  foul  in  Love's  inceftuous  fires ; 
How  fhall  fhe  cold  Hippolytus  perfuade, 
Impious  his  father's  chamber  to  invade? 
Such  raging  flames,  as  hopelefs  thus  confurae 
Pasiphae's  daughter,  urge  .her  to  her  doom. 
And  muft  Contempt,    and  Violence  clofe  her  eyes  ? 
They  muft  :   but  yet,   not  unreveng'd,  flie  dies  ; 
Her  dreadful  fate  the  virtuous  youth  enthralls, 
Vidim  to  Luft,   and  Rage,  her  ftepfon  falls. 
What  numerous  crimes  one  Ungle  crime  contains ! 
In  one  bad  heart  what  various  mifchief  reigns  i 

The  haughty  Macedonian,   born  to  arms, 
Fills  the  wide  world  with  wafteful  war's  alarms  ; 
Mad  for  more  worlds  his  mandates  to  obey. 
One  is  too  poor  to  quench  his  thirft  of  fway : 
If  Peace,  to  thee,   appear  a  greater  good. 
Than  Glory's  crown,  the  price  of  fo  much  blood; 
Go,  bid  the  Conqueror  curb  his  ftrong  defire, 
To  humble  Pella's  narrow  walls  retire, 


Of 
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Of  eafe,  and  quiet,   reap  the  calm  reward. 

And  leave  Darius  Asia's  peaceful  Lord. 

So  madly  hot  was  Ctesar's  thirfl:  of  rule. 

Rivers  of  blood  it's  rage  could  never  cool ; 

Afpiring  cities,  at  his  nod,  bow'd  down, 

And  mighty  nations  funk  beneath  his  frown: 

Till  he,    triumphant  from  an  impious  war. 

O'er  flaughter'd  Romans  drove  his  bloodftain'd  car. 

And  bafely  fetter'd,  by  his  ftern  command, 

The  antient  freedom  of  his  native  land. 

Does  horror  fhade  fuch  difmal  fcenes  to  thee  ? 

Go,  bid  the  Tyrant  leave  his  country  free : 

Urge  him  on  Rubicon's  green  bank  to  ftay; 

Or,    if  to  Rome  he  muft  diredl  his  way. 

Urge  him  to  enter  private,   and  alone, 

Nor,  on  her  rights,  ered:  his  hated  throne. 

They  anfwer  both  :   "If  Peace  for  thee  has  charms, 

'*  Reft  on  her  bofom ;  our  delight's  in  arms." 

It  ferves  no  purpofe  then,   eftrang'd  from  ill, 
That  moderate  limits,  Quintius,  bound  your  will; 
That  you  ne'er  trouble  other  men's  repofe. 
Left  violence  force  you  to  partake  their  woes ; 

E  That 
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That  you  fine  arts  to  fenfual  joys  prefer, 
Love  Virtue's  beauty,  and  are  blefs'd  in  her ; 
Nor  that,  to  fum  up  all,  you  proudly  fay, 
"  Such  was  the  Man,  who  pointed  out  my  way." 
Thefe  fads  'tis  not  material  to  contend. 
But  fay,  do  all  men's  paffions  thither  bend  ? 
While  various  mortals  various  cares  employ, 
Each  feeks  his  own,  and  not  another's  joy; 
And  if,  from  mifery,  each,  without  remorfe, 
Is  bound  to  fteer  to  happinefs  his  courfe, 
Freed  from  the  Gods,  and  every  anxious  awe,.. 
Then  each  man's  pleafure  is  his  only  law  :. 
The  felf-fame  caufe,  that  your  chafte  mind  impell'd. 
To  every  good,  from  every  ill  withheld — 
The  general  mother's  chancing,  at  your,  birth, 
To  fill  your  mold,  with  fofter,  kindlier  earth- 
That  very  caufe,.  inverted,  fliallimpell,. 
My  coarfer  frame,   to.  deeds  that  merit  hell : 
Neither,   from  this,  fuperior  praile  can  claim,, 
DifFering  in  afts,  our  principle's  the  fame- 
Talk  not  of  Virtue,  Juftice,  Right,   to  me, 
While  nothing  good,   but  Pleafure' s  boons,  I  fee; 
Unlefs,  reform'd,  your  dodrine  can  propofe, 

Rewards  hereafter,  greater  ftill  than  thofe. 

Experience 
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Experience  teaches,  that  the  fenfe  can  know 
No  joys,   but  what  defires  indulg'd  beftow; 
Defires,  in  us,  from  temperaments  arife. 
As  certain  plants  thrive  under  certain  fides : 
Thus  your  own  law  compells  me  to  believe. 
My  fenfe,  not  your's ;  mine  cannot  me  deceive. 

Driv'n  from  your  forts,   yet  one  remains  behind, 
For  Pleafure,  ftill,  a  laft  refource  you  find : 
"  Though  rafli,"  you  fay,   "  and  uncontroul'd  by  fear, 
**  Reafon  her  helm  can  fafe  through  quickfands  fleer : 
"  Let  prudent  Reafon  firmly  hold  the  rein, 
*'  And  guide  her  calmly  through  the  golden  mean, 
*'  That  fhort-liv'd  mortals  may  her  fweets  enjoy, 
**  In  moderate  meafure,  fuch  as  ne'er  can  cloy  ; 
**  So,  at  this  day,"  you  add,   "  by  fears  unaw'd, 
**  Whole  nations  live,  thus  blefs'd,  without  a  God." 
But  where' s  that  Reafon,  which  you  vaunt  fb  high  ? 
Point  out  fome  rule,  her  redlitude  to  try. 
Our  minds  you've  made  th'  ignoble  work  of  Chance, 
Compos'd  by  Atoms,  in  their  cafual  dance; 
Then  each  effufion,  beaming  from  the  mind, 
Mufl  be,  like  Chance,  capricious,  vague,  and  blind ; 

E  2  Where 
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Where  things  are  govcrn'd  by  fomc  certain  law, 

Rcafon  may  fee  th'  unerring  line  to  draw; 

But  where  mere  hazard  jumbles  things  to  light, 

Nothing  is  certain,  nothing  can  be  right. 

Ne'er  let  the  flave,  who  Nature's  law  denies. 

And  thinks  himfelf  from  accident  did  rife. 

With  heavenly  Reafon's  facred  name  make  bold ; 

Reafon,  v/ith  him,  can  no  communion  hold  : 

Fortune's  his  goddefs:   arbiter  of  all. 

Supreme  difpofer  of  this  earthly  ball. 

In  other  molds  her  creatures  had  fhe  fram'd. 

They'd  blame  what's  prais'd,  and  only  praife  what's  blani'd  ; 

Take  but  an  Atom  off,  or  add  one  more, 

Truth  becomes  Falfehood,   three  and  three  make  four. 

Why  boaft,   on  Pleafure,   to  have  fix'd  a  chain, 

Which  you  yourfelf  have  render'd  weak  and  vain? 

Far  in  the  East,   whence  firft,  at  early  morn, 

Darts  the  bright  radiance  of  the  Sun  new-born. 

As  Fame  reports,  a  virtuous  people  dwell. 

Who  hope  no  heaven,   and  who  fear  no  hell: 

Skill'd  in  the  laws,  for  ftudious  toils  renown'd. 

Virtue,  'mongft  them,  without  reward  is  crown'd ; 

5  Not 
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Not  fear'd,  but  hated,  Vice  is  forc'd  to  fly,  ='tJ'  ^vjmh 

And  fheltcr  feek  beneath  fome  gloomier  fky.  i 

This  fpecious  rule,   this  Stoick  law  fo  pure,  ^ 

Religion's  bonds  do,  in  fome  fort,  fecure ; 

Howe'er  they  boaft  t'have  banifh'd  hope,  and  fear, 

Tear  off  the  mafk,  you'll  find  them  both  ev'n  here. 

Do  they  not  own  a  fix'd,  eternal  law,  ( 

From  which  the  lines  of  Truth  and  Right  they  draw  ? 

Have  they  not  plac'd  an  order  to  controul, 

A  fovereign  Reafon  to  direct  the  whole  ? 

From  Mdiofe  unerring  maxims  to  depart, 

Whofe  precepts  not  to  treafure  in  the  heart, 

The  wife  Chinese  a  horrid  crime  declare, 

And  fuch  a  lofs  as  time  cannot  repair. 

But  your  vague  fed;,  no  law,  nor  order  binds. 

But  thofe  of  Chance,  or  chance-created  minds : 

No  folid,   firm,   fubftantial  good  you  own. 

Except  what  fprings  from  fenfual  joys  alone  ; 

To  Senfe  alone  it  therefore  muft  belong. 

To  rule  the  mind,  and  mark  out  right  and  wrong: 

Hence  favage  Luft  comes  flying  all  abroad. 

On  wings  of  winds,  the  univerfal  God. 

Thus  your  curs'd  tenets  to  mankind  reflore 

Thofe  fabled  Gods,  they  worfliipp'd  heretofore ; 


Geniij 
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Geiiiij  and  demons,   fatyrs,   fauns,  and  elves, 

Frail  Fortune's  ofspring,   cafual  like  themfelves  i 

Whate'er  from  each  his  natural  bent  requires, 

Becomes  his  Venus,   queen  of  his  defires ; 

O'er  every  law  her  power  muft  be  maintain'd, 

The  more  it  burns,   the  lefs  to  be  rellrain'd. 

So,  fliould  fierce  Neptune's  trident  burft  the  moundj 

That  guards  his  waters  from  Bat  avian  ground; 

With  fudden  fvvell  th'impetuous  torrent  pours, 

And,  widely  raging,  all  the  plain  devours : 

Th'  aftoni£h'd  Hollander,  with  wild  furprizCj 

By  Earth  abandon'd,  fees  but  feas,  and  fkies; 

To  curb  the  fury  of  th'  audacious  waves, 

In  vain  laborious,  every  toil  he  braves; 

Still  they  rufh  on,  each  obftacle  o'erthrow. 

Till  fated  rage  exhauft  the  copious  flow  j 

Then  flow  retiring,  leave  to  prudent  care. 

The  hideous  ruins  calmly  to  repair. 

Should  I  admit  right  Reason  as  the  guide, 
Which  o'er  your  a6ts,  and  thoughts,  you  makeprefide; 
Own  that  you  court  her  pure,  and  facred  ray, 
Through  life's  dark  fhades  to  light  you  on  your  way  ; 

You 
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You  in  your  turn,  confefs'd,  muft  likcwifc  own. 

Another  guide,   befide  rude  Senfe  alone ; 

An  innate  principle,  fublime,  and  free, 

Which  but  directs,   not  fetters  Liberty; 

No  longer  Pleafare  then,   can  be  efteem'd, 

Firft  in  command,   and  Life's  chief  ruler  deem'd  ; 

Unfceptred  now,  her  ill-got  power  refign'd, 

She  feems  the  fcourge,   the  peft  of  human  kind ; 

Fraught  with  fome  gifts,   howe'er,  which  Nature  gave, 

The  barbarous  Tyrant  makes  an  ufcful  Slave, 

Subdued  by  Reafon;   Reafon  has  the  fkill, 

Health  to  extradl  from  poifon,  good  from  ill. 

So  Fire,  deftrudive  Fire,   can  yet  produce 

Grateful  effedls,  and  apt  for  human  ufe  ; 

Gold  from  our  fnivering  limbs  it  drives  away, 

At  midnight  gloom  renews  extinguifK'd  day, 

Hard  iron  tames,   and  bends,  the  ftubborn  mafs. 

Melts  down  the  folid  rock  to  liquid  glafs. 

Prepares  man's  food,   makes  every  plant  unfold 

It's  various  virtues,    ev'n  can  foften  gold : 

But  when,   with  fparks,   the  child  incautious  plays. 

And,    madly  fporting,   fcatters  round  the  blaze, 

A  board  is  caught,    the  crackling  rafters  ily, 

Down  fall  the  beams,  thick  fmoke  involves  the  fky, 

2  The 
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7'lic  flames  afcendlng  adverfe  winds  engage, 

Ey  conflid  dire  provoke  their  furious  rage, 

lill  burning  flreams  from  ev^ery  roof  run  down, 

And  liquid  fire  ingulphs  the  finking  town: 

The  trembling  townfmen  fly  the  wafleful  flame, ' 

Which  copious  fountains  vainly  flrive  to  tame  ; 

Loud  fhrieks  of  horror,   fent  by  wild  defpair 

To  heav'n's  high  concave,  rend  the  glowing  air; 

Low  in  the  dufl  pride's  loftieft  palace  lies, 

O'er  fallen  temples  heaps  of  allies  rife. 

Thus  feverifli  Pleafure,  urg'd  by  mad  Defire, 

With  crimes,  and  vices,  fets  the  world  on  fire : 

To  Reafon's  galling  yoke  once  fix  her  bound. 

Your  air-built  caflle  tumbles  to  the  ground; 

Yet,  in  fo  doing,   you  have  done  no  more, 

Than  every  fchool  of  wifdom  did  before  : 

From  godlike  Socrates  the  mandate  came, 

And  deep-mouth'd  Plato  thunder'd  forth  the  fame  ; 

Harmonious  Xenophon  fuch  accents  fung, 

With  fuch  the  Porch,    and  the  Lyceum  rung. 

'Tis  vain  to  place  the  Rivals  hand  in  hand. 

For  one  mufl  ferve,   the  other  mufl  command : 

So,  if  to  Pleafure,   ftill,  you  yield  the  fway. 

We've  nought  to  do,  but  worfhip,  and  obey ; 

Reafon, 
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Reafon,  the  nurfe  of  Virtue,  droops  her  mien, 
The  flave  of  Pleafure,  and  no  more  her  queen. 
Hence,   Sophift,   hence :   keen  Truth  your  art  difplays  ; 
Go  now,  wrap  up  rank  Vice  in  modeft  phrafe  ! 

Led  by  Gassendi,  fome  would  fain  defend 
Their  favourite  Sage's  dodrine,  and  pretend, 
That  no  vain  pleafures  Epicurus  fought. 
But  priz'd  alone  the  joys,  which  Virtue  brought : 
Such  men,  deceiv'd  by  fpecious  founds,  applaud 
Th'  Impoflor's  femblance,  nor  detedl  his  fraud: 
Virtue's  his  conftant  theme ;  but,  all  the  time. 
Virtue's  a  cloke,  to  cover  every  crime. 
For  how  is  Virtue  painted  in  the  page. 
Which  marks  the  morals  of  the  Grecian  Sage? 
Whom,  caught  by  words,  fo  laviflily  they  praife, 
And,  in  their  fongs,  to  heavenly  honours  raife  ! 
""Is  Virtue,   there,  a  conftant,  firm  defire 
To  do  whate'er  the  rules  of  right  require  ? 
Defpifing  dangers,  fpurning  all  the  wiles, 
That  lurk  in  ill-perfuading  Pleafure's  fmiles  ? 
Fix'd  in  her  purpofe,  can  fhe,  calm,  look  down, 
And  laugh  to  fcorn  the  threatening  Tyrant's  frown  ? 

F  No; 
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No  :    quite  a  diiierent  being,  ftill  poflefs'd 
Of  Senfe'sjop,  or  not  completely  blefs'd  j 
In  drowfy  indolence  flie  holds  her  reign, 
Happy,   if  free  from  terror,  care,  and  pain : 
Let  rigid  Virtue,    throned  on  Cato's  brow, 
Proudly  to  Life's  delights  difdain  to  bow ; 
A  fofter  goddefs,  Epicurus,  thine, 
Who  loves  thofe  joys,  and  can  their  fweets  refine. 
What's  right,  and  honeft,  equal,  juft,  and  fair, 
Were  fuch,  fond  man,   the  objeds  of  thy  care, 
Thou'dft  be  what  antient  fages  were  before, 
And  ev'n  fevere  Religion  afks  no  more. 
But  whatfoe'er  affords  your  fenfes  joy, 
Unmix'd  with  anxious  fear,   and  care's  alloy. 
With  every  excellence  is  ftraight  endued, 
Is  virtuous,   honeft,  decent,  juft,   and  good. 
Pleafure,   by  you,  is  not  in  Virtue  plac'd. 
But  in  her.  Virtue ;   Virtue's  but  a  tafte. 
For  nice  enjoyment  of  the  various  fweets, 
With  which  our  appetites  kind  nature  greets; 
Not  the  great  art,  which  lines  of  juftice  draws. 
And  checks  wild  Nature's  flights  by  Reafon's  laws. 
Such  impious  tenets,  fuch  pernicious  dreams, 
Drive  your  deluded  fed  to  worft  extremes. 
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For  Virtue's  nought,  unlefs  the  bridled  Will 
Submit  her  curb'd  career  to  Reafon's  (kill ; 
And  each  rough  paflion,   raging  in  the  bread, 
By  her  melodious  notes  be  lulFd  to  reft  ; 
Powerful  to  tame  their  mad,  tumultuous  fwell, 
Able  to  conquer,  if  they  dare  rebel. 
Fierce  though  the  fight,  the  ftubborn  conflict  hardj 
Yet  Vidory  crowns  it  with  a  fure  reward ; 
With  brighter  radiance  Virtue's  glories  fhine, 
Sublime,  illuftrious,  and  almoft  divine. 

Why  boafts  the  vain  Philosopher  his  praife, 

For  pointing  out  the  beft,  and  fafeft  ways  ? 

For  teaching  Athens  life's  moft  wholefome  rule. 

And  mending  morals  in  his  fober  fchool  ? 

Why  vaunt  himfelf  the  chief  of  Virtue's  friends, 

If  his  hand  ftabs  her,  while  his  tongue  commends  ? 

All  curbs,  and  bridles,  firft  he  takes  away, 
Then  bids  th'  unruly  colt  his  voice  obey; 

All  ties  to  bind  the  fenfes  he  deftroys, 

Then  bids  mankind  be  moderate  in  their  joys. 

Vice  he  detefts  not,  but  abhors  the  pain. 

And  anxious  cares,  that  mark  her  ghaftly  train  : 

F  2  Nay 
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Nay  Vice  he  loves,  and  ev'n  her  praifes  lings, 

Fond  of  her  fvveets,  but  fearful  of  her  flings. 

Precepts,  Hke  his,  add  fpurs  to  loofe  defire. 

And  heap  on  fuel,  when  the  foul's  en  fire. 

Is  Art  required  man's  ileeping  fenfe  to  ftir  ? 

Is  Lufl:  grown  tame?  Does  Paflion  want  a  fpur  ? 

But  if,   by  precepts,   thou  wouldft  fain  affuage, 

The  wild  excefs,   that  fprings  from  Pallion's  rage, 

Why  pull  down  barriers,   ftronger  far  than  thine? 

Why  change  to  human,  what  you  found  divine? 

If,  while  we  fear  the  Gods,  and  trembling  fly, 

When  Pleav'n's  loud  vengeance  thundering  fliakes  the  fky  j 

If,  while  we  fhrink  from  horror's  hideous  yell, 

And  dread  the  fires,   th'  eternal  fires  of  hell, 

Still  we  fin  on,  and,  wide  through  all  her  climes, 

The  groaning  earth  is  delug'd  o'er  with  crimes ; 

Banifli  thofe  fears,  what  ties  can  then  be  found 

Triumphant  Vice's  ravages  to  bound? 

Amidft  flagitious  millions,   fhould  ev'n  one 

Have  ftrength  to  ftem  theboifterous  tide  alone. 

Upborne  by  Reafon,   following  Virtue's  plan. 

He  then  would  blulh  to  own  himfelf  a  man. 
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Zealous  for  Virtue,  champion  of  the  juft, 
How  could  Religion  move  your  cold  difguft  ? 
Stern  though  her  afpedl,  aweful,  and  feverc, 
The  Virtuous  love  her,  but  the  Vicious  fear  : 
For  them  alone  you've  rack'd  your  fludious  mind, 
And  toil'd  to  ferve  the  refufe  of  mankind : 
Traytors,  and  murderers  claim  your  choicefl  care, 
No  crime  but  finds  a  fure  afylum  there. 
Patron  of  Evil !   humbled  be  thy  pride. 
Though  to  thy  fbrine  guilt  crowds  on  every  fide, 
Thee  their  Deliverer  all  the  vv^retches  call. 
And  at  thy  feet  in  proftrate  homage  fall ; 
Yet  thy  broad  fun  of  all  his  beams  is  fhorn. 
For  Virtue  views  thee  with  the  eyes  of  Scorn. 
Think  not  the  good  man  thanks  thee  for  thy  pains, 
No  harrowing  horrors  tear  his  defperate  brains ; 
He  fears  not  Death,  whofe  life  fair  Virtue  fways, 
And  Hell  may  burn,  with  unextinguijfh'd  blaze. 
Let  impious  mifcreants  crouch  to  fervile  fear. 
And  feel  the  torments  of  the  damn'd,  ev'n  here; 
While  to  the  pious,  jufi,  and  good  is  giv'n, 
On  earth,  a  foretafle  of  the  joys  of  heav'n  ! 


QuiNTius,  perhaps,  you'll  tell  me  I  declaim, 
And  caft  foul  fiander  on  your  Leader's  fame; 
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Becaulc  tliat,  Right,  aud  Juftice  torn  away,  / 

His  fa\rtgc  fyftem,  naked,   I  difplay; 
And  to  the  fenfual  Sedl  my  leave  refufe, 

I'he  facied  name  of  Virtue  to  abufe 

He,   on  his  fame,  himfelf  imprefs'd  the  brand, 
When  iirfl:  he  rais'd  his  facriiegious  hand, 
To  plunder  hea.y'n ;   and  from  the  world  withdraw, 
The  law  itfelf,  and  power  that  fram'd  the  law; 
And  to  our  minds  no  better  fource  allow'd, 

Than  cafual  Atoms,  jumbled  in  a  crowd. 

For  what  is  right  ?  That  which  fome  rule  explains ; 

And  what  is  juft  ?  That  which  fome  law  ordains : 

So  law  once  banilh'd,  juftice  takes  to  flight; 

And,   where  no  rule  is,   nothing  can  be  right. 

Law  to  the  giver  muft  it's  fandlion  owe, 

A  rule  from  fome  great  principle  muft  flow  ; 

The  Legiflator,  at  whofe  aweful  nod 

All  Nature  bows,  the  principle  is  God  ; 

His  power  denied,   nor  law,   nor  rule  you  fpare, 

So  Right,  and  Justice,  vanifh  into  air  : 

Reason,  and  Virtue,  perifli,  thus  beguil'd, 

Virtue's  a  phantom,  Reafon  Fortune's  child. 

Now,   Epicurus,  hare  thy  fubtile  heart, 

And  fliew  the  world,  thou  'aft  cheated,  what  thou  art  I 

3  Worn 
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Worn  much  too  long,  be  mine,  though  late,  the  tafk, 
From  thy  falfe  face  to  tear  the  fpecious  mafk. 

One  more  pernicious  confequence  attend; 
With  falling  Juflice,  Truth  is  at  an  end  : 
Reafon  from  Morals  when  you  once  profcribe, 
Truth  too  muft  ily,  for  Truth  is  of  her  tribe. 
Reafon  not  only  rules  the  inmoft  foul. 
To  prompt  good  adls,  and  bafe  defires  controul ; 
But,  robb'dofher,   we  fhould  be  thoughtlefs,   blind, 
Her  piercing  eye  illuminates  the  mind ; 
Firmly  intuitive,   with  caution  due. 
What  fhe  reports,  we  muft  believe  it  true  : 
In  doubts  (he's  filent,  till  the  gloomy  fhade 
Enlivening  beams  of  radiant  light  pervade; 
Clearnefs,  with  certainty,  her  judgement  guides,' 
And  then  her  voice,  oracular,  decides. 
If  things  are  different  from  what  fhe  believes, 
A  glaring  meteor  all  mankind  deceives ; 
In  darknefs  plung'd,  or  grofsly  led  aftray, 
By  wandering  vapours,  can  we  look  for  day  ? 
The  mind's  whole  force  by  one  fell  blaft  overthrown, 
No  certain  truth  could  then  be  ever  known; 

And 
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And  thole  fine  words,   in  which  her  friends  abound, 

Stripp'd  of  all  thought^  would  prove  an  empty  found. 

Therefore  whate'er  by  Reafon's  light  we  fee, 

Clear,   and  diftindl,   a  certainty  muft  be  : 

But  if  our  minds,   which  all  this  clearnefs  fhew, 

To  juftling  Atoms,  and  blind  Chance  we  owe; 

That,  which  moft  certain  may  appear  to  you, 

How  to  another,   can  you  prove  it  true  ? 

You  think  by  hazard :   nay,  the  feeds  combin'd, 

Th'  affembled  Atoms,  which  compofe  your  mind, 

In  knots  uncouth  may  fo  perverfely  cling, 

As  quite  to  change  the  face  of  every  thing; 

And  when  ideas,   manifeft,  and  clear. 

In  mid-day  brightnefs  all  array'd  appear, 

Perhaps  the  more  conviction  they  imprefs, 

The  real  truth  they  reprefent  the  lefs: 

If  this  be  fo,  we  talk  at  random  all, 

Acknowledg'd  truths  to  doubtful  problems  fall : 

See  what  uncertainties  your  fyftem  breeds; 

We  now  believe  the  whole  it's  part  exceeds. 

Perhaps  'tis  fmaller  ;   adding  four  to  four. 

We  reckon  eight,  perhaps  the  total's  more: 

Confcious  of  thought,  no  man  in  queftion  calls 

His  own  exiftence;  may  not  that  be  falfe? 

I  Reafon 
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Reafon  extinguifli'd,  you've  extinguifli'd  light, 
And  all  the  world  involv'd  in  blacked  night: 
Should  your  vile  dodlrine  ftill  maintain  it's  ground, 
Truth,  fled  with  Juftice,  could  no  more  be  found. 
Vainly,  'gainft  Pyrrho,   you  have  rais'd  your  arm, 
And,   'mongft  the  Scepticks,   fpread  the  loud  alarm  ; 
By  the  fame  fpear,  that  drinks  his  blood,  you  die, 
Your  feds  in  one  promifcuous  ruin  lie. 

But,  lo!  a  new  defender  fpreads  his  fhield. 
And  Malms  BURY  fends  her  champion  to  the  field; 
See  HoBBEs  his  fword  for  Epicurus  draw, 
Boldly  denying  every  natural  law. 
With  him  no  native  ftamps  imprefs  the  heartj 
Juft,   and  unjuft,  are  merely  terms  of  art. 
To  man's  appointment  all  their  fandlion  owe. 
Children  of  Strife,  and  from  convenience  grow. 
When  firft  mankind  fprung  up  from  parent  clay,  VsV 

Self-love,   he  fays,   bore  univerfal  fway  ; 
.Earth's  fruits,    and  treafures,  then  were  free  to  all, 
And  one  great  common  overfpread  the  ball ; 
The  hungry  fivage  prowl'd  alone  for  fpoils. 
Thus,  from  felf-intereft,  rofe  contentious  broils ; 

G  To 
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To  rage,  and  rapine,  yet,  was  i{x\]  no  bar, 
The  state  of  nature  was  a  state  of  war. 
Then,  left  rude  Violence  fliould  deftroy  the  whole, 
Prudence  fuggeftcd  wholefome  Law's  controul ; 
For  general  good  thefe  inilitutes  were  frani'd. 
From  eommcn  ufag^  all  their  force  they  claim'd  : 
Publick  utility,   while  free  the  choice, 
Secur'd  the  fuffrage  of  the  general  voice^ 
Zealous. experienc'd  evils  to  prevent; 
And  Fear  compell'd  the  reft  to  give  confent. 
Such  HoBBEs's  dodrine  !  fuch  the  feeds,  on  earth. 
That  gave  both  Juftice,.  and  Religion,  birth! 

Who  thus,  unauthoriz'd,  profanely  frames, 
A  forg'd  hypothefis-  to  blaft  their  claims, 
Betrays,  indeed,  himfelf  their  bitter  foe ; 
But  there  flops  fbort,   his  proofs  no  farther  go  : 
And  fhall  th'  Impostor,  undetected,    feign 
Fables  like  thefe,  to  render  Virtue  vain  ? 
No  genuine  Virtue  poor  Self-love  perfuadesj 
Her  pride  fo  mean  a  parentage  degrades. 
Yet  ev'n  this  bafe  hypothecs  affords 
Omens  of  triumph,  and  adorns  our  fwords : 

3  For 
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For  'tis  confefs'dj  Religion's  facred  law, 
Combin'd  with  Juftice,  firft  had  power  to  draw 
Man  from  his  favage  fiercenefs,  to  reclaim 
The  human  brute,  and  make  the  monfter  tame : 
Then  burft  thofe  barriers,  which  alone  reftrain ; 
Rapine,  and  rage,  o'erwhelm  the  world  again. 

Here  could  I  fliew,  did  order  not  proteft, 
A  law  ingrav'd  within  each  human  breaft. 
Prior  to  every  ordinance  of  man, 
Defining  Right,  on  Reafon's  equal  plan  ; 
Prove  that,  already,  in  our  earlieft  youth, 
Nature  has  taught  us  Juftice,  taught  us  Truth : 
This,  to  avoid  digrefHon,  I  poftpone, 
To  time  more  apt,  a  feafon  mark'd  it's  own. 
Thus  much  I'll  only  fay :   If  human  fkill 
Could  not,  by  nature,  feparate  good  from  ill. 
Their  effence,  ftill,  muft  lie  involv'd  in  night. 
Right  can  have  nothing,  but  the  name  of  Right, 
On  frail  Caprice  each  inftitution  ftands. 
And  Law  muft  fluctuate,  founded  on  the  fands : 
To  ferve  a  law,  vague,  impotent,  and  blind, 
Is  worfe  than  death,  is  flavery  thrice  refin'd  : 

G  2  you 
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For,  Right  being  arbitrary,  ftatutes  may 

Command  tomorrow,  what's  condemn'd  to  day  ; 

And  what,   to  day,  laws  pofitive  command, 

Condemn,   tomorrow,   to  the  hangman's  hand. 

Belides,  the  principle  of  general  good, 

On  which  (o  long,  unfhaken,  he  has  ftood, 

Fails  him  at  laft,  o'erturns  his  weak  difputes. 

And,  felf-convidive,  all  his  fcheme  confutes : 

For  if  from  general  good  the  laws  arofe, 

Then  fomething  good,  confefs'd,  preceded  thofe  j 

That  o-ood  from  fome  diftinftion  furely  fprings, 

Nature  has  ftamp'd  a  difference  then  on  things. 

Behold  the  rafh  Philosopher,   how  far 

Error  has  dragg'd  him  in  her  devious  car  \ 

If  juft,  and  unjuft,  were  at  firft  unknown. 

And  owe  their  origin  to  laws  alone, 

Then  were  it  lefs  a  crime,  to  plunge  a  fword 

In  your  friend's  breaft,  than  fimply  break  your  word  j 

Becaufe  ev'n  murder  never  was  a  crime, 

Till  firft,  by  law,  ordain'd  fo,  at  the  time, 

When  men,  uniting,  freely  did  engage 

Their  mutual  words,  to  curb  unbridled  rage. 


Thus 
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Thus  granting  compacts,  firm,  cftablifli'd  laws, 
Needful  to  mankind,  they  defert  their  caufe; 
Owning  the  danger,  when  corruption,   hurl'd 
By  mad  Self-love,  o'erfpread  the  guilty  world, 
Left,  all  infeded  by  the  tainted  gale, 
And  felf-deftroy'd,   man's  impious  race  fhould  fail: 
By  fuch  conceffions  do  they  not  declare, 
How  dire,  how  fatal,  Pleafure's  luft-fraught  fnare ! 
And  what,  O  Quintius,  has  been  my  defign  ? 
What  have  I  fought  to  prove  in  every  line  ? 
That  your  Lucretius  no  reftridion  knows,  ,  ; 

But  headlong  pafllon  every  bound  o'erflows. 
As  when  imperial  ^olus  unbinds. 
And  from  their  prifon  frees  the  ftruggling  winds  : 
With  fudden  gufts  o'er  earth,  and  feas,  they  rage, 
In  furious  conflid;  blafls  with  blafts  engage, 
Tear  up  old  Ocean  from  his  deepeft  bed, 
Dread,  ruin,  night,  and  thunders,  widely  fpread; 
The  mingling  elements  in  battle  rife, 
Earth  ftrives  with  clouds,  and  fire  with  feas,  and  fkies. 
So  crimes,  imchain'd,  the  fubjed  world  invade. 
While  Pleafure  reigns,  of  heav'n,  nor  hell,  afraid. 

Searching, 
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Scaixhing,  with  curious  eye,  the  globe  around, 
Should,  to  thy  wifli,  fome  pleafing  fpot  be  found. 
Without  all  counfel,  government,  or  law. 
Free,   as  thyfelf,  from  ftern  Religion's  awe. 
Where  virtuous  deeds  no  recompence  attends, 
Fcarlefs  of  pains,  where  guilt  attains  its  ends, 
Where  Vice,  and  Virtue,  ev'n  are  names  unknown, 
And  Self,   to  all,   is  God,   and  King,  alone ; 
Tell  me,  fincerely,   could  thy  quiet  breaft, 
In  fuch  unhallow'd  ground,  take  up  it's  reft? 
There,  unmolefted,   let  Spinosa  dwell, 
M'^ith  Epicurus,   whom  he  'as  ferv'd  fo  well  I 
Such  are  the  bleflings,   which  th'  Athenian  Sage 
Propos'd  to  fhower  on  man,  from  age  to  age! 
Commanding  every  fear  of  God  to  ceafe. 
Such  was  th'  exchange,  and  fuch  his  promis'd  peace ! 
Deadly,  indeed,   the  gift :   Is  this  the  fhrine. 
Where  kneeling  Wifdom  pour'd  forth  praife  divine  ? 
Where  all  the  Mufes  fported,   and  where  Fame 
Blew  her  loud  trump,  to  eternize  his  name  ? 
Is  this  the  Man,  with  every  honour  grac'd  ? 
O'er  Ceres,  Bacchus,  and  Alcides  plac'd  ? 
Though  their  kind  toils  to  man's  beft  food  gave  birth, 
And  from  fell  monfters  freed  the  labouring  earth  : 
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Ev'n  great  Apollo's  Son,  whofe  healing  fkill 
Brought  quick  relief  to  each  corporeal  ill, 
And  bade  mankind  in  Health's  rich  boon  be  blefs'd, 
Is,   by  the  Sect,  below  their  Chief  deprefs'd. 
O  glorious  work !   rare  fpecimen  of  love ! 
Deferving  praife  all  earthly  crowns  above ! 
Guilt  from  the  dread  of  punifhment  to  guard, 
And  rob  fair  Virtue  of  her  juft  reward! 

Boldly  we,   then,   pronounce  his  general  plan, 
Wicked,  and  falfe,   the  bane  of  focial  man: 
Not  ev'n  thofe  paltry  pleafures,  he  difplay'd. 
With  fo  much  pomp,  and  fuch  verbofe  parade, . 
On  gaping  votaries  has  he  yet  conferr'd, . 
Nor  fed,  with  promis'd.cates,   the  greedy  herd  : 
Thofe  joys  he  'as  giv'n  them,  and  thofe  joys  alone, 
Which,  'ere  his  doiflrine  taught,  were  amply  known. 
Like  vain  Impoftors,  folio w'd  by  the  crowd. 
In  empty  promife,  prodigal,   and  loud. 
Who  boaft  to  fools,  by  grofs  deceits  cajol'd, 
The  fecret  art  to  turn  all  things  to  gold; 
While  credulous  mifers,  panting  ftill  for  more, 
Through  avarice  lavifli,  pour  out  all  their  ftore  ; 
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Of  wealth  ideal  iirg'd  by  ftrong  defire, 

They  throw  their  real  riches  in  the  fire: 

The  fubtile  juggler  keeps  the  dupes  at  gaze, 

And  all  their  hopes,  at  laft,  with  fmoke  rcpaysc 

Such,   QuiNTius,  thofe  unhappy  dupes  believe, 

Whom  Epicurus'  wandering  lights  deceive : 

Man's  choiceft  wealth,   the  treafures  of  the  mind, 

The  love  of  God,  their  country,  and  their  kinds 

The  heart- fown  feeds  of  Virtue,   they  deftroy, 

For  fhadowy  pleafure,  for  a  doubtful  joy ; 

Which  were  each  follower  certain  to  obtain, 

Small  would  be  his,  and  none  his  neighbour's  gain: 

For  oft  Lucretius  warns  you. to  provide, 

But  for  yourfelf,  and  care  for  nought  belide. 

Thus  did  the  Man  of  Greece  advife  his  friends,  •' 

Left  thought;   or  labour,,   fhould  defeat  his  ends. 

Life's  tirefome  duties,  toils,  and  cares,  to  fhun. 

That  their  lliort  courfe  they,   undifturb'd,   might  run; 

Th'  unfocial  precept  each  fond  pupil  learns. 

Ne'er  to  take  part  in  other  men's  concerns : 

To  publick  buflnefs  ever  to  attend, 

He  faid,  was  tamely  to  the  yoke  to  bend.; 

'Twas  wanton  care,   fharp  mifery  to  relieve;. 

Or  o'er  the  afhes  of  a  friend  to  grieve. 

2  His 
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His  man  of  wifdom,  plung'd  in  flothfiil  eafe, 
Happy,  if  free  from  terror,   and  difeafe, 
To  natural  love,  infenfible,   and  cold, 
In  felf-enjoyment  churlifhly  inroll'd. 
No  generous  ardour  flimulates  his  mind, 
Ufclefs  to  kindred,  country,  arid  mankind ; 
Of  fecial  fweets  his  heart  can  tafle  no  more, 
Than  juft  what  ferves  t'increafe  his  fenfual  ftore, 
Anxious  no  friend's  anxieties  to  fliare, 
And  careful,   only,   to  avoid  all  care. 
Nor  from  fuch  laws  is  ev'n  his  Goddefs  free, 
Pleafure,  to  whom  alone  he  bends  his  knee: 
The  prudent  Sage,   ceconomift  of  joys. 
His  artful  rhetorick's  copious  ftreams  employs, 
Of  ardent  youth  to  check  the  glowing  fires, 
For  Pleafure,   pall'd,  annihilates  defires : 
Much  does  he  talk  of  Luxury's  fecrct  flings. 
How  dull  Difgufl  from  fenfual  Surfeit  fprings; 
Full  well  to  eager  appetence  he  fhews. 
How  fharp  the  thorns,   that  lurk  beneath  the  rofe ! 
With  favage  licence,  which  no  bound  retrains. 
The  facred  name  of  Freedom  he  prophanes ; 
O'er  lawlefs  commons  rambling  unconfin'd. 
He  dreads  the  union,  ev'n  of  mind  to  mind, 

H  And 
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And  vile,  promifcuous  luft,  fets  far  above 
The  rapturous  joys,  that  flow  from  mutual  love. 
And  fliall  fuch  fhameful  tenets  found  a  claim, 
For  them  to  vvifdom,  and  for  him  to  fame  ? 

But  they,  whofe  breafts  Religion's  ardour  warms, 
Find  joy  in  cares,   and  ev'n  in  labour  charms ; 
Untir'd  they  watch,   to  guard  the  publick  weal, 
For  kindred,   country,  all  mankind  they  feel ; 
Their  generous  love,   not  bound  to  friends  alone, 
Embraces  oft  the  friendlefs,  and  unknown ; 
Nor,    with  th'  afflicted,   do  they  only  grieve. 
Each  liberal  hand's  extended  to  relieve; 
For  a6ls  of  goodnefs  they  their  v*^ealth  poffefs, 
Like  Him  they  worfhip,  ftudious  ftill  to  blefs: 
The  gentle  bonds  of  nature's  tender  ties. 
Far  from  rejedling,   dear  as  life  they  prize: 
If  e'er  to  arms,   their  injur'd  country  call, 
In  her  defence,   'tis  glorious  deem'd  to  fall ; 
Should  Peace  prevail,  attentive  to  the  laws, 
Of  Right,  and  Freedom,  they  defend  the  caufe. 
What  though  each  anxious  brow  the  ftamp  may  bear, 
Of  fharp  folicitude,  and  wrinkled  care ! 

2  Urg'd 
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Urg'd  but  by  duty,  and  eftrang'd  from  fin, 

They  cheriQi  calm  tranquillity  within ; 

While  virtuous  adts  employ  their  willing  hands, 

Reafon  approves,  propofes,  or  commands : 

Firfl,   with  afliduous  induftry  to  learn, 

What  Heav'n  requires,  is  made  their  chief  concern; 

Next,  to  confult  the  witnefs  in  the  breaft, 

Whofe  ordeal  fires  each  thought  muft  bring  to  teft  ; 

Laft,   to  obferve  the  general,    focial  plan. 

The  various  fervice,  due  from  man  to  man. 

Dofi:  thou  not  know,  that  pure  Religion  warms 

The  heart,  and  trains  her  heroes  up  to  arms  ? 

Their  noble  flame  fublimer  motives  raife. 

Than  thirft  of  gold,  or  hope  of  dubious  praife, 

Or  fell  Ambition,  poifoner  of  the  mind. 

Prompter  of  ills,  and  bane  of  human  kind  ! 

No  adl,   nor  thought.   Religion  e'er  perfuades. 

Which  Virtue's  law,   or  Right's  juft  bound  invades ; 

Juftice,  'tis  her's,  feverely  to  maintain. 

And  Truth,   and  Virtue,   flourifii  in  her  reign. 

Say,    QuiNTius,   now;    whofe  deeds,    and  precepts  tend 

To  g;eneral  good  ?  Whom  thinkft  thou  man's  bcfl:  friend  ? 

The  Grecian  Sage,    at  Pleafure's  flirine  who  bows  ? 

Or  he,  to  Reafon's  God,  who  pays  his  vows  ? 

H  2  Since 
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Since  natural  inftin(5l5  free  from  force,  or  awe, 
Nor  Avay'd  by  habit,  chance,  or  written  law — 
Some  innate  charm,  which  every  man  muft  feel, 
(Ev'n  to  thyfelf  I'll  venture  to  appeal,) 
Leads  us,   by  potent  magick,  to  purfue. 
What  offers  greateft  profit  to  our  view  ; 
Hence  it  is  manifeft,   by  hov/  much  more, 
Lodg'd  in  each  objed,   profit  we  explore, 
Plealing,  or  harfh,   'tis  that  muft  be  addrefs'd, 
Rais'd,   by  utility,  above  the  reft : 
If  nought  can,  then,  more  profitable  prove. 
To  man's  beft  ufe,   than  pure  Religion's  love; 
And,  than  the  dreams  of  Epicurus,  nought 
Can  with  more  baneful  bitternefs  be  fraught ; 
Let  pure  Religion's  victory  end  the  flrife. 
Let  her  prefide,  and  form  the  rule  of  life ; 
From  her  tranfparent,  peaceful  fountain  flows 
The  even  current  of  fecure  repofe: 
Hence  filial  piety  derives  it's  fource, 
Hence  all  domeftick  order  takes  it's  courfe. 
Hence  patriot  warmth,   and  loyal  ardour  fpring, 
Kings  love  their  fubjeds,  fubjeds  love  their  king: 
By  firmcft  ties  the  monarch  holds  his  fway. 
When  millions,  blefs'd,   with  willing  pride  obey  ; 
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While  to  proted  their  facred  rights  he  ftands, 

Thron'd  in  their  hearts,   and  guarded  by  their  hands. 

For  he,  who,   truly,   Power  Supreme  adores, 

Soon  the  clofe  links  of  mutual  aid  explores  ; 

Such  focial  commerce  man's  chief  flrength  perceives, 

Relief  expecting,  but  as  he  relieves. 

In  your  curs'd  fyftem  nothing  fafe  remains, 

Right  drops  her  fceptre,  lawlefs  Pleafure  reigns ; 

The  truly  pious,   pointing  Ridicule 

Marks  with  her  finger,   as  a  childifli  fool ; 

Virtue  herfeli  is  proudly  laugh'd  to  fcorn. 

And  that  chafte  law,  which  with  our  minds  was  born  ; 

Though  he,  whoe'er  unwifely  flops  his  ears, 

Nor  the  loud  voice  of  Nature's  Charmer  hears. 

Meanly  degraded,  by  the  favage  plan, 

His  title  forfeits  to  the  name  of  Man : 

Referring  all  things  to  himfelf  alone. 

He  makes,  in  thought,   the  univerfe  his  own: 

He,   mighty  fovereign  i   in  the  centre  ftands, 

While  circling  millions  bend  to  his  commands  j 

Equal  by  birth,   the  fancied  flaves  obey. 

And  yield  the  Tyrant  his  imagin'd  fvvay. 

Such  are  your  boafted  Sage's  monftrous  dreams, 

Varying  all  (hapes,  and  mingling  all  extremes. 

While, 
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While,  to  the  common  rights  of  Nature  blind, 

The  vain  Ufurper  tramples  on  mankind, 

O'er  native  freedom  ftretching  Slavery's  rod, 

He  errs  to  Reafon,  and  he  fins  to  God. 

Hence,   as  from  Hell,  th'  infernal  maxims  rife, 

"  No  word,  oath,  duty,  contrad,  binds  the  Wise  ; 

"  Pliant,  and  fupple,   he  muft  ferve  the  times, 

"  Nor  grudge,  for  power,  the  moft  atrocious  crimes ; 

"  Whom  once  he  'as  hurt  he  never  muft  forgive, 

*<  Nor  fuffer  injur'd  innocence  to  live." 

Nefarious  precepts ! — O'er  the  poifonous  ground, 

Of  Pleafure's  garden,  what  rank  weeds  abound! 

Thus  the  wild  colt,   impatient  of  the  rein. 

Swift  as  a  rapid  whirlwind,   fcours  the  plain  ; 

To  ftop  the  rage  of  his  impetuous  courfe. 

Dykes,   gates,  rocks,  walls,   in  vain  oppofe  their  force  : 

Then  if  he  chance  the  trump's  fhrill  notes  to  hear. 

Or  founding  lafh,  he  ftrains  his  mad  career. 

With  double  fury  fpurns  the  labouring  ftrand. 

And  darkens  heav'n  with  clouds  of  eddying  fand  : 

No  curb  he  feels ;   his  rider  pulls  in  vain. 

Anxious  his  defperate  madnefs  to  reilrain ; 

Blind,  and  ungovern'd,  ftill  he  rufhes  on. 

Till  his  limbs  faulter,  and  his  breath  is  gone; 

Then 
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Then  proftrate  falling,   finks  upon  the  field, 

O'ercome  by  toil,  and  forc'd,  at  length,   to  yield. 

Thus  the  ralh  youth,  defpotick  paflion's  Have, 

Who,  impious,  dares  heaven's  dread  revenge  to  brave, 

The  voice  of  Nature  ftifles  in  his  breaft, 

Nor  Confcience  heeds,   that  moft  unwelcome  guefl ! 

Deaf  to  their  warnings,   carelefs  of  their  calls, 

No  curb  can  check  him,  till  fatigued  he  falls ; 

Worn  out,   exhaufted,   Ipiritlefs  he  lies. 

And  breathes,    with  pain,   his  unavailing  fighso 

^  Since  no  one  man  flands  fingle  on  the  ball. 
That  open,   free,  inheritance  of  all. 
The  common  weal  fhould  always  bear  the  fway. 
And  private  views  to  publick  good  give  way  : 
For  fure  'tis  better  all  mankind  were  blefs'd, 
Than  one  indulg'd  in  trampling  on  the  reft  : 
This  rule  eftablifli'd ;   each  apt  fcholar  learns. 
By  it  to  meafure  other  men's  concerns ; 
Applies  it  rigidly,  except  alone 
Where  felf  is  biafs'd,    and  the  cafe  his  own: 
Yet  Nature  prompts,  and'Reafon's  law  commands. 
To  hold  the  balance,  ftill,  with  even  hands. 
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And  let  the  weight  of  Equity  prevail, 
Though  our  own  intereft  fill  the  other  fcale. 
Confcious  of  life,   and  being,  nought  more  dear, 
Than  I  myfelf,   can  to  myfelf  appear  ; 
My  life  fecure,  and  happy,   to  preferve, 
Is  then  a  duty,   whence  I  muft  not  fwer\'e ; 
Where  duty  binds  us  to  maintain  a  truft, 
Each  eflbrt,  needful  to  that  end,  is  jufl : 
But  others  live  ;   nought  dearer  can  they  know, 
Than  they  themfelves  ;    hence  equal  duties  flow, 
Their  lives  to  keep  fecure,   and  happy  too  ; 
Nor  to  their  cares,   reproach,  but  praife,  is  due : 
For,  by  what  argument,   canft  thou  condemn. 
Thine  own  acknowledg'd  principles,   in  them? 
Tuftice,  whoe'er,  with  equal  fleps,   purfues, 
His,   and  his  neighbour's  caufe,  impartial,   views, 
Uorightly  clear,   decides  the  different  claims. 
As,  between  two,   a  ftranger  to  their  names : 
A  Judge,   impartial,   uncorrupt,    and  clear, 
Unbrib'd  by  intereft,  and  unaw'd  by  fear, 
Between  two  ftrangers,    doubtlefs,    would  decree. 
Safety  to  life,  to  goods,  and  liberty  ; 
He  muft  perceive  infringements  difallow'd, 
Ev'n  to  himfelf,   as  well  as  to  the  crowd, 
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Subject,   like  each  of  them,   to  Law's  controul, 

As  but  a  portion  of  the  mighty  whole  ; 

The  whole  far  worthier  than  a  part  muft  be, 

So  all  mankind  is  worthier  far  than  he  : 

Of  Reafon's  light,  the  fame  tranfpiercing  ray. 

Makes  both  thefe  truths  expand  to  open  day. 

But  more  hereafter  ;  let  this  gleam  fuffice, 
Juft  to  point  out  the  path  to  mortal  eyes. 

Ceafe  then  to  fay,  religious  fears  inftill. 
In  man's  frail  heart,  the  poifonous  feeds  of  ill ; 
Own  from  thy  lips  the  hard  confellion  wrung, 
That  all  man's  woes  from  impious  roots  have  fprung: 
For  now  thou  'aft  feen  Religion  wield  her  arms. 
To  fcare  from  wicked  deeds,  by  dire  alarms ; 
And  Ipread  her  broad,  and  ample  fhield  to  guard, 
Her  virtuous  children,  to  their  fure  reward  : 
All  to  ftrid:  Juftice,  faithfully,   fhe  binds. 
And  faves,  from  brutal  pafTions,  human  minds : 
What  though  the  Chiefs  of  Greece,  in  darker  days, 
By  murder  fpuglit  propitious  winds  to  raife, 
And,  by  a  cruel,  ignorant  Priest  deceiv'd, 
A  Virgin's  blood  of  fovereign  ufe  believ'd, 

I  To 
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To  foothc  an  angry  Goddefs  ?  Such  a  deed, 
From  true  Religion  never  could  proceed  ; 
Blind  Superstition,  and  a  fi^ithlefs  Sefk, 
Drao-g'd  Iphigenia  to  her  funeral  bier  : 

DO 

But,  to  the  altar  fuch  a  vidlim  led. 

By  a  mad  father's  folly,  ne'er  had  bled;     . 

Had  not  the  caufe  of  evil,  fell  Desire, 

Paris  inflam'd,   with  facrilegious  fire, 

And  urg'd  th'  ungenerous,   bafe,  adulterous  boy,  , 

To  bear  off  Helen,  fraught  with  war,  to  Troy. 

But  tell  me,  Quintius,  you  who  prize  the  art, 
Which  grafps  at  joy,  and  gladnefs  for  the  heart. 
Which  anxious  care,  and  pining  grief  repells. 
While,   with  delight,  the  throbbing  bofom  fwells ; 
Tell  me  the  truth  :   Do  all  things  ftill  fucceed, 
Jufl;  to  thy  wifh  ?  Say,  art  thou  blefs'd  indeed  ? 
For,  if,  indulgent  to  each  fond  defire. 
Kind  Nature  grants  whate'er  you  can  require. 
Surely,  for  thee,  her  foftering  hands  provide. 
More  than  for  all  her  mortal  fons  befide : 
Think  not  this  great,  peculiar  blifs  you  owe. 
To  aught  yourfelf  could  on  yourfelf  beflow; 
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Nor  to  Philosophy,  whofe  narrow  powV 

Extends  no  farther  than  the  prefent  hour ; 

Not  one  event  fhe  boafts  at  her  command, 

But  warns  to  bear  with  thofe  already  plann'd  ; 

By  no  firm  law  vague  Fortune  can  (he  bind, 

But,    by  her  leflbns,    forms  the  human  mind. 

If,  as  perchance  fhe  may,   hard  Fate  prepare, 

For  thy  pale  lips  the  bitter  cup  of  care  ; 

Thou,   who  haft  wander'd  through  enchanted  groves, 

Danc'd  with  the  Graces,   fported  with  the  Loves, 

How  fhall  thy  foft,  luxurious  frame  fuftain, 

The  thorns  of  anguifli,  and  the  flings  of  pain? 

When  fudden  clouds  o'erfpread  the  louring  fky, 

How  canft  thou  ftand,  though  vain  th'  attempt  to  fly  ? 

Let  him,  long  train'd  in  fharp  Affliction's  fchool, 

'Midft  warring  elements,   ferene,  and  cool. 

Firm,  and  ere6l,   in  confcious  virtue  bold, 

A  falling  world  with  conflant  eye  behold; 

While  helplefs  thou,   o'erwhelm'd  with  fhame,  and  dread, 

Shalt  feek,   in  vain,   to  hide  thy  wretched  head : 

Dafli'd  from  thy  hopes,  canft  thou  the  comfort'  know, 

T'adore  the  hand,   that  dealt  the  fatal  blow  ? 

Alas  !   thou  canft  not — Thrice  unhappy  he, 

Whofe  trembling  heart  from  fears  is  never  free ; 

I   2  Who 
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Who  frail,  and  tranfient  pleafure  ftill  purfues, 
Sure,  ill  the  moment  that  he  gains,  to  lofe; 
Tofs'd  by  each  blaft,   by  every  phantom  fcar'd, 
Ever  alarm'd,  yet  ever  unprepar'd ! 
As  when  the  trees  put  forth  their  tender  flowers, 
Fed  by  foft  dews,  and  fruitful  vernal  fhowers  ; 
Prefs'd  by  warm  rays,  by  wanton  zephyrs  fann'd, 
The  pregnant  bloflbms  all  their  fweets  expand  : 
Lo  !  fudden  horrors  cloud  the  blackening  air, 
Rude  Boreas  roars,  with  blafts  of  fell  defpair, 
Each  withering  flower  reclines  it's  languid  head, 
All  it's  gay  colours,  all  it's  fragrance  fled, 
Unus'd  to  rigour,   and  inclement  fkles, 
The  puny  blofibm  flieds  it's  leaves,   and  dies. 

I  know  you'll  anfwer :    "  My  deflres  are  {ew, 
"  Th'  infatiate  third:  of  gain  I  never  knew ; 
<*  I  envy  not  the  palaces  of  kings, 
*'  Honours,  to  me,  are  mean,  and  trivial  things ; 
"  From  empires,  bought  with  cares,  I  would  abftain, 
"  Or  triumphs,  purchased  with  a  moment's  pain  ; 
*'  But  all  the  wealth  the  general  mother  yields, 
*<   Kind  to  her  fonsj  through  all  her  fertile  fields, 

*'  Free, 
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**   Free,   as  fhe  gives,   I  ufe  without  controul, 

*'  And,  with  the  rich  luxuriance,  glut  my  foul: 

"  Shall  bounteous  Nature,   each  fucceflive  hour, 

<*  From  copious  horns,   frefh  ftreams  of  plenty  pour? 

"  Profufely  lavifh,  every  art  employ, 

"  To  tempt  my  fenfe,  and  fhall  not  I  enjoy? 

*'  When  fhe,    inviting,   fpreads  her  liberal  hands, 

**  Shall  I  not  kneel,  and  blefs  her  lov'd  commands? 

**  The  anxious  error  of  mankind  I  fee, 

"  Poor  felf-tormentors  !   but  it  harms  not  me  ; 

**  To  vain  deiires,  and  abjed;  fears  a  prey, 

"  Their  minds,  and  bodies,  immature,  decay  : 

*'  Let  others,   madly,  plunge  in  defperate  wars, 

^'  And  (marks  of  folly  !)  boaft  their  painful  fears  ; 

"  Let  them,  fteep  Labour's  hill  who  chufe  to  climb, 

•*'  In  toilfome  trifles  waile  their  precious  time ; 

"  While  I,   who  know  the  value  of  the  fpan, 

"**  By  Nature's  will,  indulg'd  to  fliort-liv'd  Man, 

-**  Wrapp'd  in  myfelf,  live  for  my felf  alone, 

^'  Harmlefsly  gay,  and  die  without  a  groan." 

Such  is  your  plea  ;   it's  juflice  let  us  try : 
Firft  then,  your  love  of  peace  I  don't  deny, 

Nor 
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Nor  that,   thus  fly,  you've  kept  a  tranquil  mind; 
But  who  can  promifc  for  what's  yet  behind; 
Rocks  you've  avoided,   but,  perhaps,   not  all ; 
In  vour  long  courfe,  what  perils  may  befall ! 
Colledled  ftornis  impend  o'er  every  hour, 
And  ravenous  whirlpools  open  to  devour! 
I  grant,  the  ilifeft  path  of  life  you've  chofe, 
Eafy,  and  fmooth,   propitious  to  repofe  ; 
Fairly  you,   therefore,   may  expecl  to  fhun, 
Unnumber'd  dangers,   men  lefs  cautious  run  : 
But,  ftill,   your  own  peculiar  ills  remain, 
Hazard,  efcap'd,   too  foon  returns  again  : 
No  where  is  quiet  fure  :   from  pole  to  pole, 
In  one  vaft  ocean,  all,   promifcuous,   roll; 
Nor  does  each,  only,  fhare  the  common  dread, 
But  his  own  cloud  hangs  threatening  o'er  his  head. 

The  thirfl:  of  gold,   which  fordid  mifers  burns ; 
Ambition,   flooping  low,   to  rife  by  turns, 
Of  manners  courtly ;   favage  luft  of  fame. 
That  fpur  to  ill,   in  thee  no  part  can  claim  : 
From  thofe  rank  vices,  (fo  far  happy,)  clear, 
Th'  attendant  evils  thou  needft  never  fear  ; 

3 


No 


ANTI-LUCRETIUS.  63 

No  noble  flavery  threats  thee  with  her  chains, 

No  want  afiails  thee,   'midft  of  all  thy  gains. 

But  if  thy  vigorous  youth  fliould  wear  away, 

Tiiy  beauty  wither,  and  thy  health  decay  ; 

If  Chance,   as  well  may  happen,  Ihould  deftroy. 

That  placid  eafe,  which  now  makes  all  thy  joy ; 

(For  Time  will,   furely,   thy  delights  invade. 

They  are  but  flowers^  and  like  frail  flowers  muft  fade  ;) 

Unus'd  to  fuffer,  peaceful,    and  fecure. 

Should  War's  loud  clamour  thunder  at  thy  door  ; 

Harrafs'd  by  Difcord,  half-confum'd  by  Fire, 

Worn  out  with  anguifh  of  difeafes  dire. 

Should  fome  harih  Tyrant's  mandate  caft  thee  bound, 

Down  a  dark  dungeon,  deep  beneath  the  ground  ; 

Should  thy  falfe  friend  betray  thy  fecret  truft. 

Thy  wife  be  fubjed  to  a  ruffian's  lufl: ; 

Should  Death,  untimely,  fnatch  thy  favourite  child. 

Thy  good  name  fail,   by  flanderous  tongues  beguil'd  ; 

Should  Envy's  poifonous  tooth  attack  thy  fame — 

Say,   thinkft  thou,  Quintius,    thou'dft  be  ftill  the  fame  ? 

What  though  thou  'aft  boafted  ne'er  before  t'have  griev'd  ? 

Wouldft  thou  be,  then,  by  that  vain  thought  relicv'd? 

No  longer  Nature  wouldft  thou,   mother,   call, 

But,   cruel  ftepdame,   fondling  to  enthrall ! 

All 
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All  thy  paft  joys  would  fvvim  before  thine  eyes, 

And  all,  with  darts,  to  pierce  thy  foul,  would  rife  ; 

Curious,  each  tendereft  paffage  to  explore. 

And  poifoning  wounds,  which  mortal  were  before. 

What's,   then,  the  end,  and  meafure  of  your  pains. 

When  joy's  quite  banifh'd,  and  no  hope  remains  ? 

Yourfelves  have  told  me,  by  your  Master's  voice, 

A  rope,   or  hemlock,  is  your  only  choice. 

Rare  confolation  !   Adequate  relief! 

Anguilh  is  cur'd,    by  adding  grief  to  grief ! 

Sardanapalus,   proud  Assyria's  king, 

Drunk  with  large  draughts  from  Pleafure's  copious  fpring. 

Fortune's  reverfe  unable  to  withftand. 

Gave,   for  his  funeral  pile,  his  laft  command  : 

The  ftrudure  rais'd,   himfelf  the  torch  applied, 

Till  flames,   afcending,  rag'd  on  every  fide  ; 

Then,  calmly,  threw  his  treafures  in  the  fire. 

And,  leaping  after,   tipp'd  the  blazing  fpire. 

Behold  the  goal  of  Pleafure's  courfe  appear. 

Worthy  to  terminate  her  mad  career  ! 

Not  fo,  who,  from  Religion's  facred  law, 
Their  line  of  hope,  and  moral  condud  draw  j 

To 
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To  them,   things  pailing,   paft  already  feem, 

As  mere  illuJdons,  or  a  laft  night's  dream  ; 

With  even  ftep  through  Fortune's  paths  they  tread, 

Her  fmiles  they  court  not,  nor  her  frowns  they  dread  : 

No  tranfient,   fhort,  unreal  grief,  or  joy. 

Can  the  firm  temper  of  their  minds  deftroy : 

Vain  is  th'  attempt,   to  bend  with  fear,  or  pain. 

The  foul,   which  Pleafure  ftrove  to  foothe  in  vain. 

Though  mortals,   tofs'd  upon  one  common  wave, 

All  the  rough  dangers  of  the  deep  they  brave  ; 

While  howling  tempefls  rage  with  every  wind, 

Ev'n  at  mid-fea,  a  port  fecure  they  find  : 

On  fleeting  ills,    difdainful,   they  look  down, 

For  trifles  buying  an  eternal  crown  ; 

Hope  yields  enjoyment ;   led  by  her,  they  fleer,     i 

And  Heav'n's  delights  anticipate,   ev'n  here. 

Nor  canfl  thou,  juftly,  Virtue's  friends  accufe, 
As  mov'd  by  fordid,   mercenary  views. 
In  her  hard  fervice  rich  rewards  to  gain. 
And,   fliunning  Vice,  to  'fcape  attendant  pain  : 
In  each  man's  breafi:  kind  Nature's  care  infpires, 
For  his  own  good,   invincible  defires ; 

K  All, 
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All,  urg'ci  by  inftindt  toward  felicity, 
Wifh  to  be  happy,  as  they  wiih  to  be  : 
This  I  confefs  :   nay  more,  the  fovefeign  good, 
I  own,   is  Pleafure,.  rightly  underftood  ; 
Pleafure,  dcriv'd  from  an  exhanftlefs  fource, 
Clear  in  it's  fpring,  and  conftant  in  it's  courfe  ; 
No  fickle,   palling,   unfubftantial  joy. 
But  fuch  pure  pleafure,  as  can  never  cloy. 
For  what  can  man  defire,  but  to  be  blefs'd  ? 
What  can  he  love,  but  what  brings  blifs,  pofTefs'd  ? 
Thus  all  mankind  purfue  but  one  great  end. 
By  various  paths,   to  Happinefs  they  tend. 
You  feek  your  blifs,  in  mean,   inglorious  eafc, 
And  fuch  delights,  as  flattering  fenfe  can  pleafe  ; 
AU'which,   as  rapid  winds,  that  brufh  the  /kles. 
As  crackling  flames,   from  blazing  ftraw  that  rife, 
As  flying  ftreams,   that  lave  the  mountain's  fide, 
As  fands,   that  roll  beneath  the  chafing  tide. 
No  ftable,  permanent,  foundation  yield, 
Whereon  the  confcious  hope  of  Truth  can  build. 
They,  fpurning  earth,   and  fuch  fallacious  joys. 
As  Time's  keen  fcythe,  infiillibly,  deftroys, 
Firmly  purfue  the  path  by  Virtue  trod, 
Which  leads  to  joy,   to  happinefs,   to  God  : 
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This  they  affedl  not,   cynically  proud, 
To  raife  the  wonder  of  ti.c  gaping  crowd; 
Nor,   Hke  the  StoicKs,   fteiiily  chafte,  do  they, 
Ev'n  to  themfelves,   a  iilent  homage  pay; 
But,   viewing  meaner  things  with  carelefs  eyes. 
He  is  their  hope,  their  comfort,   and  their  prize. 

If,  to  your  garden,  you  fhould  wiili  to  bring, 
The  cryflal  waters  of  a  virgin  fpring, 
Wouldft  thou  the  fource  of  fuch  a  ftream  require, 
In  fenny  marfhes,  clogg'd  with  mud,  and  mire  ? 
Wouldft  thou  not  rather  pierce  the  verdant  hill, 
Where  reeds,  and  rufhes,  point  the  latent  rill? 
Or  turf-crown'd  rock,   that  hides  the  limpid  vein, 
Which  waits  but  vent,  to  fpout  o'er  all  the  plain  ? 
Thus  they,  who  worfliip  Him,   with  heart  fincere, 
Tafte  all  their  pleafures,   pure,   unmix'd,    and  clear  ; 
A  copious  ftream  of  frefti  delights  is  brought, 
Conftant  to  them,   in  vain  by  others  fought ; 
No  earthly  fufferance,   no  afflidiion  vile, 
Prefumes  the  facred  fountain  to  defile : 
Such  rapturous  joys  await  this  love  divine. 
As  never  can,  not  ev'n  in  thought,  be  thine  : 

K   2  Voluptuous 
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Voluptuous  mortal!  could  thy  revels  run, 
An  hundred  annual  courfes  round  the  fun, 
Youth,  health,   and  ftrength,  attendant  every  day, 
One  virtuous  moment  would  thy  age  outweigh: 
What  Virtue  loves,  is  always  in  her  pow'r. 
Mutual  the  love,  and  heightening  every  hour  ; 
No  end  her  fons  to  their  enjoyment  fear, 
But  feel  it's  fweets  augment  from  year  to  year. 
No  thorn,   beneath  the  flowers  they  gather,  grows, 
No  tainted  drops  their  fount,   tranflucent,   fliews ; 
No  fell  remorfe  their  confcious  fouls  can  prove, 
Love  fiill  increaflng,  with  the  caufe  of  Love. 

Shorn  of  liis  terrors,  plunder'd  of  his  fling, 
Canft  thou,  undaunted,   meet  the  grimly  king  ? 
Then  v/ith  what  hope,  what  confidence,   muft  they 
Wait  the  kind  hour  of  his  appointed  day  ? 
That  fatal  hour,   by  thee,  is  mark'd  the  laft. 
And  that  once  pafling,   all  thy  hopes  are  paft  • 
To  them  a  nobler  boon  his  arms  extend, 
A  life  of  tranfports,  that  can  know  no  end ! 
Thy  utmoft  wifli  is,   to  cxifl:  no  more. 
To  be  mere  nothing,   as  thou  waft  before ; 
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Far  happier  hopes  their  righteous  bofoms  fwelJ, 
Sure  of  the  prize,  they've  merited  (o  well; 
Blefs'd,  ev'n  while  hope  their  opening  minds  employs. 
With  certain  omens  of  eternal  joys. 
Nature's  beft  gifts  have  not,   thou  muft  confefs, 
Ev'n  here  on  earth,   the  amplefl:  power  to  blefs : 
Acknowledge,   Quintius,   what  thou  now  muft  fee, 
The  pious  man  is  happier  far  than  thee. 

But  what,  when  Death  fliall  fnatch  thy  foul  from  light, 
And  plunge  it  deep  in  fhades  of  blackefl  night. 
If  there,   awak'd  with  horror,   thou  fhouldfl  find, 
Th'  avenging  God,  to  whom  thou  'aft  ftill  been  blind? 
Whofe  aweful  fceptre,   v/hofe  tremendous  throne. 
Thou  ne'er  didft  know,   or,  knowing,   wouldft  not  own  ? — 
The  thought  has  chill 'd  me! — Think,   or  ere  too  late, 
The  game,  how  treacherous !  and  the  ftake,  hov/  great! 
Where'er  thou  turn,   from  earth  to  heav'n's  high  pow'rs, 
Thy  ftate,    precarious,   ftill  muft  yield  to  our's  : 
Are  we  deceiv'd  ?  No  punifliment  enfues ; 
Much  may  we  gain  ;   but  nothing  can  we  lofe ; 
One  univerfal  lot  av/aits  us  all. 
Together  finking,   into  nought  we  fall : 

Art 
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Art  thou  deceiv'd  ?   Thou'rt  wretched  without  end  ! — 
Shall  not  Self-love  to  fuch  a  chance  attend  ? 

Thefe  truths  you  call  unpleafant,   and  obfcure, 
Their  proofs  not  clear,   nor  their  foundations  fure  : 
Scar'd  by  mere  words,"  you  cry,   "  fhall  I  forego 
Joys,   which  are  certain,  pleafures,   which  I  know  ? 
Which  I  may,  now,   pofTefs  without  controul, 
And  which,   whatever,  fatisfy  my  foul  ? 
For  what  forego  them  ?  For  a  dubious  dread 
Of  future  vengeance,  hanging  o'er  my   head  ? 
Or  for  a  hope,  which  Nature  never  gave, 
Of  rich  rewards,    of  treafures  in  the  grave? 
Shall  I,  for  fables,    antedate  my  doom  ? 
And  madly  leap,    alive,   into  the  tomb  ? — 
I  have  no  relifli  for  aerial  fchemes. 
The  happiefl:  dreams  are,  yet,  no  more  than  dreams." 

What  do  I  urge  thee,   Quintius,  to  forego? 
Aught  that  can  health,   or  happinefs  beftow  ? — 
No :   heavy,   galling,    fervile  chains,    that  bind, 
In  clofeft  fetters,    your  deluded  mind  ; 
That  your  weak  heart  to  things  belov'd  fubdue, 
And  not  the  objcdls  of  your  love  to  you  : 
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What  do  I  prefs  thee,  now,    to  caft  away  ?— 

What  you  yourfelf  are  loathing  every  day  ; 

What,  once  pofiefs'd,    is  odious  to  your  fight, 

While,  from  new  fprings,  you  feek  as  vain  delight ; 

What  always  lying,  yet  is  ftill  believ'd. 

And  leaves  you  willing,  ftill,  to  be  deceiv'd.  ' 

The  fufferer,  labouring  with  fome  dire  difeafe, 

In  every  pofture,  turning,  ftrives  for  eafe. 

Rolls  o'er  his  languid  limbs  from  fide  to  fide, 

Tries  every  change,  in  vain  already  tried  ; 

Supine,  at  length,  he  lifts  to  Heav'n  his  eyes. 

Long  wifh'd  for  reft,    ftill,    all  his  eiforts  flies  ; 

What  beft  had  promised,   as  the  worft,   proves  vain, 

Nor  cures  his  ficknefs,   nor  relieves  his  pain  : 

So  the  voluptuous,   plung'd  in  error  ftill. 

Eluded  hope  inflames,   not  heals  his  ill.. 

The  burning  wretch,   with  flres  hydropick  curs'd, 

Calls  loud  for  water,   to  aflijage  his  thirft. 

Pours  down  large  ftreams  the  parching  rage  to  tame  ; 

Large  ftreams  fcrve,  only,  to  provoke  the  flame  : 

The  impious  Danaides,    Grecian  ftories  tell, 

For  barbarous  viricide,  condemned  to  hell. 

Pour  ftreams  in  leaky  tubs  for  evermore, 

Whofe  pervious  bottoms  fpout  at  every  pore  : 

Thus 
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Thus  lofl,   and  friiitlelsj   all  your  moments  fly, 

In  vain  you've  liv'd,  without  a  hope  you  die. 

Love  is  a  torment :   kindled  by  defire, 

If  flrong  the  flame,  your  foul  is  all  on  fire  ; 

If  weak  the  paflion,   flender  is  the  joy. 

Love,   without  ardour,   dwindles  to  a  toy: 

The  cup  of  Venus  dafli'd  with  bitterefl:  cares, 

Ev'n  your  Lucretius,   with  a  flgh,  declares ; 

Her  poifon'd  fweets  pathetically  flngs. 

And,   while  he  paints  her  beauties,  bares  her  ftings — 

u4h  !  why  lurks  venoui  in  the  loveliefi  thmgs ! 

Care  ever  grows  from  Pleafure's  deadly  root. 

He,  who  admires  the  tree,  will  tafte  the  fruit. 

Oft  wandering  fires,   by  night,   our  fleps  betray, 

And  lead  th'  unv/ary  traveller  aftray  ; 

He  ne'er  regards  the  marlli,  from  whence  it  came. 

But,  credulous  fool!   purfues  the  flattering  flame; 

Jufl:  when  he  thinks  he  'as  reach'd  the  fancied  town. 

Deep  in  a  fen's  thick  mire  he  plunges  down. 


Burft  through  your  chains,  nor  longer  groan  a  fiave  5 
Become  jufl:,  prudent,  pious,  chafte,   and  brave ; 
Redeem'd  from  Vice,  adept  fair  Virtue's  plan  : 
Is  it  fo  hard  a  tafk  to  be  a  Man  ? 

2  Ev'n, 
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Ev'n,   to  thefe  truths,  if  proof  deficient  fcems, 

Which  I  call  Maxims,  and  which  you  call  Dreams ; 

Were  not  the  profpedl  fairer,    to  purfue 

A  good  immenfe,  unchang'd,  yet  ever  new. 

Pure,  and  eternal,  than  an  objed:  frail. 

Which,  you  yourfelf  confefs,  muft  one  day  fail  ? 

God  to  propofe,  your  certain,  ftedfaft  end, 

From  his  rich  bounty  every  blifs  attend. 

Than  kneel  to  Fortune,  adling  but  by  chance, 

And  fenfelefs  Atoms  in  their  cafual  dance  ? 

Or  let  th'  enchantrefs  Pleafure's  charms  bear  fway, 

Tomorrow  vanilli'd,  though  poflefs'd  to  day  ? 

"  Tis  hard,"  you  cry — Do  good  things  come  for  nought  ? 
Are  not  your  pleafures  ev'n  by  labour  bought  ? 
"  God  is  unknown,"  you  fay — But,  O !  how  great 
The  prize  to  know  him,  'ere  it  be  too  late ! 
Whofe  intereft,  thinkft  thou,  hangs  on  this  difpute  ? 
Ah!  my  rafti  friend!  is  thine,  or  God's  the  fiiit? 
Not  clear  that  fouls  for  ever  muft  endure, 
Say,  is  Annihilation  lefs  obfcure  ? 
Prove  it,  if  clear  :  on  him,  whoe'er  denies 
Receiv'd  opinions,  that  juft  burden  lies: 

L  If 
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If  proof  fliould  fail  you,  then  the  thing's  not  clear ; 
Shall  not  the  dire  dilemma  roufe  you  fear? 
But  you  defpifc  it ! — Doubt  convinces  you, 
Refolv'd,  whate'er  you  like,  to  think  it  true! 
With  fludious  care  each  ray  of  light  you  fhun, 
For  Darknefs  pleafes  better  than  the  Sun! 
Charm'd  with  perdition  you  refign  your  breath ; 
Well  may  your  fleep  be  call'd  the  fleep  of  Death! 
When  thus,  perverfe,   your  wilful  eyes  you  clofe, 
Friendfliip  fhould  break  your  infecure  repofe. 
One  mufl  be  tight,  your  fentimcnt,  or  mine; 
Th'  alternative  admits  no  middle  line : 
Where  equal  weight  in  either  fcale  is  plac'd, 
Reafon  would  have  the  fafer  fide  embrac'd. 
Shouldfi:  thou  but  hear  a  gang  of  robbers  lay, 
Hid  in  a  wood,   to  intercept  thy  way. 
Say,  through  the  foreft  wouldft  thou  dare  advance, 
Till  fl;ri(3:eft  fearch  had  clear'd  the  dangerous  chance  ? 
STiall  then  vague  Rumour  your  attention  claim, 
The  fpurious  ofspring  of  lafcivious  Fame? 
And  fhail  not  vaft  Eternity  alarm. 
With  gloomy  profpeds  ?  or  with  bright  ones  charm  ? 
The  milts  difpelling  that  bedim  your  eyes. 
Mine  be  the  tafk  to  guide  you  to  the  prize. 

3  -  Meanwhile, 
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Meanwhile,  confefs  this  point  already  gain'd, 

'Ere  the  whole  Syftem  be  at  large  explain'd, 

That  thofe  fell  dogmas,  which  have  warr'd  with  HeavV., 

And  Earth  to  Man,  as  Fortune's  boon,  have  giv'n, 

Forg'd  by  Deceit,   by  impious  Rafhnefs  taught, 

With  moft  pernicious  fophiflry  are  fraught : 

While  pious  minds  the  happieft  hopes  pervade, 

Mov'd  by  no  charms,  but  fuch  as  never  fade. 
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BLAME   not  my  care,  nor,   Quintius,   think  it  hard, 
The  charms  regretting  of  your  Favourite  Bard, 
That  thofe  fad  fears,   his  eloquence  fubdu'd, 
Are,   by  my  harfher  dodlrine,  all  renew'd. 
Into  your  cup  fome  bitter  drugs  I  throw, 
Yet  ftill,  my  friend,  believe  me  not  your  foe: 
No  ;   I  would  fix  your  footfteps,  firm,  and  fure, 
In  fad,  in  reafon,   as  in  thought,  fecure: 
I  grieve  to  fee  thee,  thus,   with  heedlefs  eye. 
On  Pleafure's  wing  to  deep  deflrudion  fly. 

Trud 
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Trull  not  the  afpe^l  of  the  prcfent  hour ; 

An  adder  often  lurks  beneath  a  flow'r, 

The  herb  is  often  bed  for  human  ufe, 

That  yields  the  foureft,   moft  unpleafing  juice. 

Alternate  changes  mufi:  to  Man  befall, 

And  Time,  and  Chance,  arc  incident  to  all : 

Pleafure,  and  Pain,   in  various  folds  entwin'd, 

Join'd  by  the  clofcft  links,  enchain  mankind. 

I've  feen,  when  wintry  blafts  have  bar'd  the  trees, 

The  naked  branches  bow  their  heads,   and  freeze ; 

Again,  when  fpring  it's  genial  warmth  fupplies, 

Shoot  forth  their  leaves,   expanding  to  the  fkies. 

I've  fecn  the  vefTel,  proud  with  fvvelling  fails, 

Fill'd  with  foft  zephyr's  bland,    propitious  gales. 

O'er  the  fmooth,    marble  furface  lightly  fweep • 

DafK  on  a  rock,  and  plunge  beneath  the  deep. 

I  never  wifh'd  thee,  with  too  credulous  ear, 
T'imbibe  my  do6lrine,  till  it's  proofs  were  clear  : 
This  was,  alone,   my  honefl,  friendly  part, 
From  powerful  magick  to  defend  your  heart ; 
Left,   to  the  fimple  grace  of  Virtue  blind, 
Falfe,  flattering  charms  fhould  fafcinate  your  mind, 

5  And 


ANTI-LUCRETIUS.  8i 

And  headftrong  Paflion  lead  your  fenfc  aPcray, 
Far  from  Truth's  narrow,   ftraight,  and  even  way: 
Grand  is  the  palace,  pointed  by  your  Guide, 
But  try  the  pillars  that  fupport  it's  pride. 

Firft  Epicurus    (after  having  driv'n 
Far  from  his  Syftem  all  the  hoft  of  Heav'n) 
Two  felf-fubiifting  principles  lays  down, 
Eternal,  whence  the  univerfe  has  grown; 
Minuteft  bodies,   and  a  fpace  employ 'd 
To  grant  them  motion;   Atoms,   and  a  Void. 
For  thus  he  argues;   did  no  vacant  fpace 
Afford,   to  bodies  mov'd,  an  empty  place. 
No  motion  then  could  ever  be  allow'd. 
But  things  muft  ftand  comprefs'd  into  a  crowd; 
Becaufe  each  impulfe,  urging  on  their  courfe, 
Would  meet  refiftance  equal  to  it's  force : 
Thus  through  all  Nature  fterile  Sloth  muft  creep, 
And  the  whole  univerfe  be  lock'd  in  fleep. 
Thefe  vacant  fpaces  are  in  all  things  found. 
In  fome  they're  fcarce,  in  others  they  abound : 
Solids  and  liquids,  bodies  denfe  and  rare. 
From  this  diftindion  all  their  difference  bear ; 

M  In 
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In  denfe,   or  folid,  little  vacuum  dwells, 

Liquid,  and  rare,  are  fraught  with  hollov/  cells. 

Uncliang'd,   unmov'd,  unbounded,  unreftrain'd, 

By  time,  or  limit,  is  this  Vacuum  feign'd: 

In  height,   in  depth,  in  length,  in  breadth,  immenfe^, 

Yet  not  a  body  palpable  to  fenfe ; 

So  that  it  wants  but  intelled,   to  be 

Worthy  our  vows,  a  perfect  Deity. 

Within  the  Vacuum's  ample  bofom  roves, 

An  Hoft  of  Atoms,  which  for  ever  moves ; 

Rapid,   and  fierce,  with  adverfe  fronts  they  fight, 

A  deathlefs  band,  unnumber'd,  infinite; 

And  did  intelligence  but  aid  the  fraud. 

This  Hoft  of  Atoms,  too,  might  be  a  God. 

"  Nothing  from  nought  can  be  proOuc'd  at  alLj 
"  Nor  aught,"  he  fays,   "  can  e'er  to  nothing  fall/' 
Wherefore  his  feeds  eternal  he  has  fram'd, 
And  for  them  all  immortal  being  claim'd; 
All  things  are  form'd  of  feeds  with  feeds  involv'd, 
And  all  muft  perifli,  when  that  tie's  diffolv'd. 
Solid,   and  fmiple,  he  has  made  them  too. 
Since  to  their  union  Body's  wholely  due ; 

For 
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For  if  not  limple  that,   whence  all  things  rife, 
Some  other  principle  beyond  it  lies ; 
And  then  another  may  be  ftill  behind, 
Till,  at  the  laft,  a  iingle  one  we  find, 
Which  no  divifion  e'er  can  undergo, 
And  which  on  all  a  being  did  beftow. 

Hence  does  he  hope  his  atoms  to  defend, 
As  uncreated,  fo  without  an  end; 
Still  undivided,  they  muft  reft,  fecure, 
And  to  eternity,  unhurt,   endure. 
Simplicity  can  no  deftrudlion  breed; 
For  from  no  other  caufe  can  Death  proceed, 
Than  lofs  of  one  conftituent  part  at  leaft, 
That  form'd  the  body,  aided  by  the  reft: 
An  atom,  therefore  is  a  Part  ;  no  more, 
For  within  it  no  parts  you  can  explore ; 
We  can't  well  give  it,  of  a  Whole,  the  name, 
Since  parts,  or  vacuum,  enter  not  it's  frame. 
Wherefore  'gainft  all  aftaults  'tis  ftrongly  fteel'd. 
And  to  no  penetration  can  it  yield; 
Whene'er  fo  far  divifion  may  attain. 
There  it  muft  ftop,  all  further  labour's  vain. 

M  2  'Tis 
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'Tis  mofl  minute:   if  larger  a  degree, 
It  would  have  parts,   and  want  fimplicity : 
Hence  'tis  impalpable;   a  crowd  immenfe 
Muft  join  their  force,   to  ftrike  the  human  fenfe. 

Thefe  are  the  Seeds,   whence,   Epicurus  cries, 
The  ample  univerfe  did  firft  arife ; 
Thefe  are  the  Seeds,  which  conftant  births  fupply, 
To  fill  the  room  of  all  that  daily  die. 
Thus  bodies,   fram'd  by  cafual  links,   are  made, 
No  Mind  Supreme  required  to  lend  it's  aid ; 
As  Chance  hath  form'd  them,   ftill  fecure  they  ftay, 
Till  Chance  fiiall  pleafe  to  take  that  form  away. 
To  operate  all  th'  effeds  you  can  denre. 
Figure,   and  motion  's  all  the  feeds  require  : 
For  while  with  toil  unceafing  they're  employ 'd, 
Through  the  vafl;  empire  of  the  boundlefs  void, 
Running  with  fwiftefl;  fpeed  the  adlive  race, 
And  fearching  every  chafm  of  empty  fpace. 
Oft  they  mufl  meet,   and,    varying  in  their  fhape, 
Some  the  embrace  will  hold,   Vv'hile  fome  efcape ; 
Thofe  will  fly  oiT,   rebounding  from  the  blow, 
V/hile  thefe,   fail  clinging,   all  together  grow: 


Hence 
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Hence  natural  bodies  take  their  various  forms ; 
Thus  order  fprings  from  rude  and  boifterous  florms. 
As  when  the  Sun,   in  high  meridian  blaze, 
Through  fome  fmall  opening  darts  his  golden  rays, 
Myriads  of  fhining  particles  appear, 
Whirling  together  in  a  wild  career; 
Some  fly  dire6t  along  th'  extended  beam. 
With  rapid  motion  others  crofs  the  gleam  ; 
Nimble,  and  light,   in  different  fhapes  they  fport. 
Some  fliun  th'  embrace,   which  others  feem  to  court : 
Till,  fpent  with  toil,  at  length  they  {ink  to  earth ; 
Succeeding  figures  give  new  movements  birth. 

Nor  does  thy  Master  tempt  thee  to  believe. 
That  forms  unnumber'd  thefe  fmall  feeds  receive; 
A  certain  limit  to  their  forms  is  found, 
In  this  refpedl  they  are  by  number  bound  : 
But  the  vaft  ftock  of  each  peculiar  kind, 
No  line  can  limit,   nor  can  number  bind. 
Thus,  for  an  inftance,  take  the  cubes,   and  fpheres, 
Of  each  the  number  infinite  appears ; 
But  all  th'  infinities  of  feeds  that  roll. 


Give  but  two  thoufand  figures  in  the  whole : 


Or 


86  ANTI-LUCRETIUS. 

Or  three,  or  four  :   no  matter  what  the  fum, 

If  within  number  all  the  variance  come. 

So  are  the  feeds,  whence  different  plants  arife, 

Largely  diveriified,  in  fhape,  and  fize; 

But  though  unnumbered  through  the  world  you  feign 

Plants  of  the  mountain,  garden,  or  the  plain, 

And  fay  no  fum  their  vaft  amount  can  hold, 

Yet  all  the  various  forts  may  well  be  told : 

Hence  to  the  fpecies  you  may  fix  a  line, 

Though  individuals,   ftill,  no  bounds  confine. 

Thus,  through  the  different  nations  of  the  earth, 

Some  fimple  founds  to  various  words  gave  birth ; 

Whence  the  moft  copious  languages  have  fprung. 

And  all  the  wonderous  magick  of  the  tongue : 

Nor  yet  their  powers  exhaufted;   human  ufe 

From  the  fame  ftores  new  treafures  may  produce : 

So  finite  yielding  infinite  we  view. 

The  words  unnumber'd,   though  the  founds  are  {qw. 

Thus,   from  a  common  fliepherd's  fimple  reed, 

What  varying  firains  of  melody  proceed  ! 

Thus  the  (hrill  flute,  with  notes  no  more  than  {cven^ 

Can  pour  forth  all  the  harmony  of  heaven. 

This  by  the  noble  art  is  alfo  jQiewn, 

Which  makes  the  wealth  of  antient  times  our  own; 

3  Which 
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Which  can  fair  Truth  in  lafting  garb  inrobe, 

And  fpread  her  maxims  wide  o'er  all  the  globe  : 

For  each  compofitor,  whofe  careful  hand 

Seledls  the  types,   that  rang'd  in  order  ftand, 

Juftly  diftributed  in  various  cells, 

Where  human  learning,  rude,  in  embryo  dwells, 

Forms  all  the  words,  that  fcience  can  explore, 

Or  tongue  pronounce,  of  letters  twenty  four  : 

Then,  when  the  types  in  beauteous  rows  are  plac'd, 

And  every  line  of  knowledge  ftrongly  brac'd, 

The  labouring  prefs,   fcrew'd  down  upon  the  fram^j 

Stamps  on  the  page  the  fable  mark  of  Fame. 

So  that  the  felf-fame  letter,   barely  chang'd 

In  fituation,   differently  arrang'd. 

With  various  fhapes  delights  our  wondering  eyes. 

And  to  new  words  for  ever  may  give  rife. 

Thus,   by  connediions,   varied  without  endj 

On  a  few  figures  endlefs  works  depend. 

But  if  the  feeds,  recoiling  from  the  (hock, 
In  mutual,  fond  embrace  refufe  to  lock ; 
No  being  harfli  difcordance  can  beftow, 
Vain  was  the  ftroke,  no  ofspring  thence  can  grow ; 

From 
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From  fuch  rcpulfion,   hatred  fprings,   and  firife, 
All  the  difputes,  and  broils,   that  poifon  life : 
But  if,  on  fudden  contad,   they  incline, 
In  Lov^e's  foft  union  kindly  to  combine  ; 
Quick  confummation  to  the  world  they  prove. 
By  a  new  creature,  produce  of  their  love. 
Perhaps  a  partial  difference  there  may  be. 
Between  the  feeds ;   in  part  they  may  agree  : 
When  thus  together  but  by  halves  they  cleave. 
As  lefs,   or  more,  interftices  they  leave, 
The  body,   j^ringing  from  fuch  cool  regard, 
Is  light,    or  heavy,  fluid,   foft,   or  hard. 
If  the  united  atoms  clofely  cling, 
Stiit,    ftubborn  bodies  from  their  union  fpring  ; 
If  flight  th'  embrace,   the  flimfy  texture  bends, 
Nor  from  the  gentleft  touch  it's  fhape  defends. 
Sour  taftes  are  form'd  when  forked  atoms  meet. 
But  round,   and  polifli'd  feeds  give  birth  to  fweet. 

Nor  riiuft  I  leave  the  Motion  unexplain'd, 
^y  which,  he  tells  us,   all  thcfe  ends  are  gain'd. 
The  motion's  natural ;  of  themfelves  they  fall, 
For  Gravity's  a  principle  in  all: 


With 
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With  equal  fpeed  it's  laws  they  all  obey, 

Since  nought,   in  vacuo,  interrupts  their  way. 

Each  atom  tumbles  headlong  from  the  fkies, 

Each  forms  with  each  it's  union  as  it  flies : 

If  in  it's  motion  one  fliould  chance  to  ftrike 

Againft  another,  fliap'd  and  flz'd  unlike, 

Inftant  rebounding  with  elaftick  force, 

Back  to  the  fkies  it  points  it's  rapid  courfej 

Then  falls  alternate,   labouring  in  the  fight, 

Till,   match'd  at  length,   'tis  tempted  to  unite. 

Thus  to  the  fun,  and  moon,  and  ftars  of  Heav'n, 

Wandering  or  fix'd,  a  cafual  birth  is  giv'n; 

Each  owes  it's  being  to  th'  atomick  dance. 

The  child  of  Fortune,   and  the  fport  of  Chance  : 

The  fame  felf-moving  principles  confpire, 

And  form,   by  Chance,   earth,  water,  air,  and  fire. 

Nor  flops  the  bold  Inventor  tamely  here, 

But  madly  urges  on  his  wild  career. 

Makes  his  lov'd  atoms  vegetate  in  fruits, 

Nay,  gives  them  life,   and  breathes  them  into  brutes, 

Then  into  men ;  ev'n  fcales  the  blefs'd  abodes. 

Fraught  with  his  feeds,  and  molds  them  into  Gods. 

(For  Gods  he  fuffers  to  exifl,   not  reign, 

A  herd,  immortal,  impotent,  and  vain, 

N  Dcfpoil'd 
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Defpoil'd  of  every  attribute  divine, 

Slothful,  and  idle,  carelefs,  and  fupine.) 

Hence  he  maintains  the  foul  of  man  muft  die. 

Born  with  the  body  to  like  dcftiny:. 

Matter,  and  motion,  he  accounts  for,  clear 

Of  that  firft  caufe,  which  ought  t'excite  our  fear. 

Such  is  his  dodlrine :  let  us  fearch  it's  ground. 
Diving  with  care  in  myfteries  fo  profound, 
By  flow  degrees  thofe  principles  unfold. 
In  which  your  Sage  all  being  has  inroll'dj 
Then  judge  the  bold  conclufions  which  he  draw% 
To  free  mankind  from  Heav'n's  eternal  laws  % 
For,   if  his  tenets  all  are  juft,  and  right, 
No  more  the  Thunderer's  terrors  need  affright  j 
But  if,  on  fcrutiny,  they  prove  untrue, 
QuiNTius,  we  muft  believe,  and  tremble  too, 

Firft,  I  befeech  thee,  my  deluded  friend. 
To  all  his  wily  fallacies  attend  ; 
See  him  pay  worfhip,  in  the  felf-fame  hour, 
To  his  feign'd  Gods,  and  rob  them  of  their  pow'r  : 
O  !  fliame  to  Athens  !  could  fuch  arts  as  thefe 
Pafs  undetedled,  or,  detedled,  pleafe! 


Truth 
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Truth  is;  alarm' d  at  Socrates's  doom, 

By  bafe  injuftice  fentcnc'd  to  the  tomb, 

Scar'd  at  Protagoras'  fate,   fo  lately  known, 

Condcmn'd  for  tenets  not  unlike  his  own, 

His  impious  thoughts  he  did  not  dare  betray, 

Nor  drive,  at  once,  the  ufelefs  Gods  away. 

Yet,  that  in  fa6l  they  might  not  long  remain. 

He  made  them  poor,  ridiculous,  and  vain : 

Far  from  the  confines  of  this  earthly  world. 

To  intermundane  regions  they  were  hurl'd ; 

There,   in  eternal,  undifturb'd  repofe, 

Th'  immortal  fluggards  were  allow'd  to  doze, 

Paflive,   nay  ignorant  quite  of  human  race, 

Idle  poffeffors  of  an  empty  fpace. 

Left,   with  the  vulgar,  others  fhould  be  brought, 

To  think,   ev'n  here,   he  fpoke  juft:  what  he  thought, 

Not  merely  for  the  people ;  how  he  ftrove, 

His  faith,  by  contradiftions,  to  difprove! 

I  pafs  the  dreaming,  dull,  lethargick  eafe, 

The  fomnolency,  which  confum'd  their  days : 

On  one  grand  principle  his  dogmas  roll. 

That  Void,  and  Atoms,  occupy  the  whole  ; 

'Tis  clear,  this  mighty  fecret  once  difclos'd,  ; 

All  things,  of  Void,  and  Atoms,  are  compos'd ; 

N  2  Being 
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Being  to  each  from  crowded  atoms  came, 
Which,  difunited,   ftraight  diflblve  the  frame; 
Thus  ail  mufi:  perifh,  foon,  or  late  at  bcft, 
Though  his  Gods  fleep,  his  Atoms  never  reft: 

o 

By  his  own  laws  his  deities  to  try, 

If  born  of  atoms,  they  were  born  to  die. 

Now,  Epicurus,  own  thy  true  intent, 

Thy  Gods  were  but  as  mere  chimseras  meant : 

When  thou  hadft  giv'n  them  bodies,   underftood. 

Though  not  exprefs'd  fo  ;   and  inftead  of  blood, 

Hadft  pour'd  a  facred  fluid  in  their  veins, 

Finer  than  that  which  human  life  fuftains  j 

Yet  lent  them  weak  and  feeble  limbs ;   and  then 

Stamp'd  on  them  all  the  form  of  mortal  men; 

Flow  couldft  thou  hope,  whate'er  thy  tale  defign'd. 

With  fuch  grofs  fldions  to  abufe  mankind? 

But,   QuiNTius,  let  th'  Athenian  ufe  his  fkill, 

And  argue  for  his  Gods  which  way  he  will: 

They  muft  be  either  minds  divinely  pure  ; 

Our's  then  without  a  body  may  endure; 

Or  elfe  corporeal  ;   our's  corporeal  too, 

May  ftiare  th'  immortal  life  they  have  in  view. 

Thus  does  he  vainly  ftudy  to  difguiie 

The  fnake  that  deep  within  his  garden  lies : 


Thus 
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Thus  does  his  (lately  edifice,  o'erthrovvn 
By  his  own  hand,  in  ruins  tumble  down. 

Now  let  us  fairly  fcan  this  empty  Space, 
Without  whofe  aid  nought  e'er  could  change  it's  place  ; 
In  whofe  eternal,   vaft,  capacious  womb. 
Matter  w^re  form'd,   and  there  mufl:  find  a  tomb, 
Did  not,  as  juftly,  matter  claim  to  be 
An  equal  partner  in  eternity. 
What  is  this  Vacuum,  thus  announc'd  by  fame, 
Unmark'd  by  bounds,  invariably  the  fame. 
Sprung  from  no  temporal,  no  corporeal  fourcc. 
But  felf-fubfifting  by  it's  proper  force  ? 
(Perhaps  you'll  think  th'  alternative  is  odd) 
It  can  be  Nothing,   or  it  muft  be  God. 
For,    Epicurus,  to  this  fpecicus  void, 
So  much  throughout  Creation's  works  employ'd, 
Enrich'd  with  God's  chief  attributes,   fay  why 
Power,  and  Intelligence,  you  ftill  deny  ? 
Whatever  being  of  itfelf  exiilis, 
That  being  by  necefTity  fubfifts. 
Such  as  it  is :    if  fpace  may  here  be  rang'd, 
As  felf-exiflent ;    then  'tis  felf-unchang'd, 

Self- 
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Self-infinite,  fclf-boundlcfs ;   and  befide. 

By  fcjf  to  fclf  are  mind,  und  power  denied: 

Some  flrong,   rubilantial  reafon  flioiild  be  found, 

Whereon  a  certain  argument  to  ground, 

Why  this  immenfe,   immortal,  endlefs  fpace, 

Can't,  v/itli  fuch  gifts,   for  mind,   and  power  find  places 

Why,  as  it  can  alone  itfelf  controul. 

It  yet  fliould  want  both  vigour,  and  a  foul. 

Are  they  repugnant  to  it's  effence,    fay  ? 

If  not  repugnant,   why  are  they  away  ? 

Sure  no  repugnance  can  there  ever  be, 
'Mongfl:  qualities,   which  all  fo  well  agree, 
That  in  the  flridefl:  union  they  abide, 
Too  firm  for  force,   or  cunning  to  divide: 
What  of  itfelf  exifts,  in  every  light, 
It  can  be  view'd  in,  muft  be  infinite; 
Not  merely  in  duration,  and  extent, 
But  fo  in  all  refpects  that  can  be  meant : 
Within  it's  circle  it  muft  comprehend 
All  pofTible  perfeftions  without  end ; 
It's  very  nature  is  to  be  ;  whate'er 
Through  the  wide  univerfe  we  fee,  or  hear, 

4  Whate'er 
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Whatever  now  is,  whate'er  can  be  contriv'd. 

Is  either  it,  or  elfe  from  it  deriv'd : 

What  foreign,   therefore,  what  internal  caufe 

Can  cramp  its  efTence  by  reftriftive  laws  ? 

Ev'n  in  imperfect,   feeble  man  we  find 

Some  native  ftrength,   fome  particle  of  mind  : 

Man  is  not  felf-exiftent ;   you  confefs 

Your  Vacuum  is,  and  fliall  it's  powers  be  lefs  ? 

Make  your  eledion  :   it  muft  either  be, 

Born  of  itfelf,   a  perfecEl  Deity  : 

Or,  this  denied,  you  furely  muft  allow. 

It  can  be  nothing,  but  a  body  now : 

Deny  it  body,  then  I'll  prove  it  nought, 

With  every  attribute  of  nothing  fraught : 

For  inftance;  take  your  atoms,  leave  the  void> 

Nothing  remains,  all  being  is  deftroy'd : 

With  atoms  all,  in  vacuo,  you  can  do. 

May  juft  as  well  be  done,  in  nothing,  too  : 

Your  vacuum,  uncreated,  I  will  own; 

Nothing  is  nothing  of  itfelf  alone: 

'Tis  fix'd,  and  motionlefs,  I  muft  agrec^ 

And  to  all  bodies  yields  a  paffage  free ; 

How  can  that  move,  which  does  not  ev'n  exift  ? 

Or  how  can  nothing  Motion's  force  refift  ? 

Ye., 
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Yes,   'tis  immortal ;   how  can  that  have  done, 

Whofe  couiTe  of  being  never  was  begun? 

Immenfe,    no  doubt ;   what  meafure  can  be  brought, 

To  take  the  breadth,   and  altitude  of  nought  ? 

But  you,   Lucretius,  with  yourfelf  at  war, 

P'ix  to  your  dodrine  contradidion's  bar  ; 

Making,   in  that  dark  gulph,  which  holds  them  all. 

Your  headlono:  atoms  toward  the  bottom  fall : 

Immenfe  the  fpace,  where  can  it's  bottom  lie? 

Recoiling  then,  you  fay,  they  mount  on  high, 

And  toward  the  top  return  with  eager  hafle : 

Where  can  the  top  of  fpace  immenfe  be  plac'd? 

O  inconfiftent  Reafoner!   thou  'aft  denied 

Thy  boundlefs  void  a  centre,   or  a  fide  ; 

'Gainft  thofe  the  fhafts  of  ridicule  thou  'aft  hurl'd, 

Who  build  up  walls,   and  ramparts  to  the  world; 

And  to  'fcape  laughter  fhalt  thou  find  pretence, 

Thou  blundering  meafurer  of  a  fpace  immenfe  ? 

Who  firft  defcribe  what  parts  can  never  know, 

And  then  diftinguifh  higher  parts  from  low  ? 

No  longer,  now,  your  Void  immenfe  pretend, 

Without  beginning,  and  without  an  end; 

This  Void,  for  which  both  height,  and  depth  you've  claim'd, 

Bottom,  and  top,  and  feveral  ftories  fram'd  ! 

I  think 
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I  think  thefe  arrows  piercing  j   fubtile  man, 
Keep  off  this  pointed  javelin,   if  you  can. 
Behold  a  falling  atom,  as  you  fay, 
From  diftance  infinite,   defcribe  it's  way ; 
Bid  it  to  flop ;   with  retrogreflive  force. 
Urge  it  quite  back  to  whence  it  took  it's  courfe ; 
How  foon,  doft  think,  it  may  regain  it's  place  ? 
"  Never  :   No  time  can  meafure  endlefs  fpace." 
Never  ? — Then  all  thy  myftery's  brought  to  light, 
The  fpace  it  travers'd  muft  have  been  finite. 

Shouldfl:  thou,  befides,  the  vacant  fpace  fuppofe, 
Which  feeds  of  things,  but  loofely  join'd,  inclofe, 
And,  as  it  were,  in  durance  ftrid:  controul, 
To  be  a  part  of  Vacuum's  mighty  whole: 
As,  in  furrounding  caves,    th'  imprifon'd  air 
Is  ftill  a  portion  of  the  atmofphere : 
That  part  is  then  divided  from  the  reft, 
Which  other  circling  atoms  hold  comprcfs'd; 
So  that  your  Void  may  be  diftindly  trac'd, 
Though  feparate  parts,  without  each  other  plac'd  : 
Matter,  and  it,  in  this  lb  well  agree, 
If  it  exifts,  a  body  it  muft  be ; 

O     '  Whate'er, 
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Whate'er,  of  different  parts  confifling,   fwells 

Into  one  being,   can  be  nothing  clfe. 

Or,   to  avoid  this  inference,   ihouldft  thou  chufe 

Parts  to  thy  Vacuum  bluntly  to  refufe ; 

It  can't  be  fpacc;   Geometry  divides 

Space  at  the  vertex,   bafis,  and  the  fides  ; 

Nay,  her  whole  fludy  is,   with  niceft  care. 

The  various  parts  to  meafure,  and  compare  ; 

By  fcanning  all  the  fegments,   thus  to  find 

The  powers  of  figures,  feparate,  or  combin'd  : 

So  that  deny  divifion  to  your  Void, 

Reduc'd  to  nothing,   'tis  at  once  deftroy'd. 

Allow  it  parts,  you  then  muft  likewife  own, 

Each  part  in  order,  feparate,  and  alone  : 

That,  which  contains  the  fun,  muft  differ  far 

From  that  containing  any  other  ftar; 

Right  hand,   and  left,  fome  difference  fure  muft  claim, 

Nor  can  their  parts,  refpedive,   be  the  fame  : 

All  have  their  ftations,  and  fome  great  firft  caufe 

Has  fix'd  them  there  by  firm,  and  fettled  laws  : 

Nay,  ev'n  fome  caufe  has  afcertain'd  to  Space, 

By  power  compulfive,  it's  determin'd  place. 

Then,  if  thou  canft,   that  hidden  power  difclofe, 

Able  the  various  portions  to  difpofe, 

2  7'hroughout 
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Throughout  immenlity  ;  aiUgn  to  each 
Bounds,  beyond  which  it  ne'er  can  hope  to  reach ; 
Place  fome  contiguous,   others  far  remove, 
Some  eaft,  fome  weft,  fome  under,  fome  above. 
In  Matter,   too,  the  fame  arrangement  known, 
.  It's  caufe,  hereafter,  alfo  muft  be  fliewn. 

If  you  contend  that  Nature  did  ordain 
A  fpot  to  each,   in  which  it  fhould  remain  ; 
Think  what  enfues  ;   Position  then  muft  be. 
Not  a  mere  accidental  quahty. 
But  an  eflential  attribute  of  things, 
Which  blended  with  their  very  being  fprings ; 
Annihilation  on  it's  change  attends, 
For  once  remove  it,   their  exiftence  ends. 
That  this  is  falfe,  all  kinds  of  bodies  prove ; 
Nay,  ev'n  your  atoms,  which  you  may  remove, 
Safe,   and  unchang'd  ;  whatever  place  they  fill. 
Each  is  the  fame,  identically,   ft  ill. 
But,  if  no  part  of  Matter  e'er  demands 
This,  or  that  place,   at  Nature's  plaftick  hands ; 
Say,  why  fhould  parts  of  Space,   by  native  right. 
Enjoy  the  boon  of  a  peculiar  fite? 

O  2  I  know 
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I  know  your  Master  gives  the  parts  of  fpace, 
A  firm  exemption  from  all  change  of  place; 
And  of  his  favourite  Void  would  have  it  known, 
That  what  it  is-,   'tis  of  itfclf  alone; 
While  bodies  all  from  endlefs  motion  rife, 
'Of  jufthng  atoms,  'link'd  by  cafual  ties. 
But  thefe  loofe  maxims,   unfupportcd  all 
By  l"acl:,   or  reafon,  to  the  ground  muft  fall: 
The  fubtile  Sage  his  dodrine's  weaknefs  fav/, 
Yet  from  the  world  would  fain  conceal  the  flaw. 
By  bold  affertions,  though  with  truth  at  odds  ; 
Such  was  his  ardour  to  dethrone  the  Gods ! 
Not  felf-exiftent,  Space,   I've  prov'd  by  this, 
That,   of  itfelf,   it  is  not  what  it  is : 
Now  I  demand  a  folid  reafon,  why 
It's  parts  difpos'd  in  fuch  arrangement  lie? 
Say,   how  they  firft  obtain'd  their  proper  fite, 
Why  thofe  at  left  hand  are  not  at  the  right  ? 
He,  who  denies  the  univerfe  a  God, 
For  other  caufes,   here,   in  vain  may  plod. 
The  parts  of  fpace  might  other  fites  obtain. 
Yet  fpace  itfelf  in  fafety  ftill  remain  : 
'Tis  but  a  mode ;  admit  a  mode,  and  you, 
Qf  courfe,  admit  a  moderator  too  ; 
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Hence  fpace  is  fubjed  to  Creation's  laws, 
Fram'd  by  a  greater,  an  all-powerful  caufc. 

But  Number's  elements,   you  fay,   are  fix'd  ; 
Not  one  can  ever  be  expung'd  or  mix'd, 
Jumbled  in  wild  confufion  with  the  reft; 
Each  keeps  the  pofl  it  always  has  pofTefs'd : 
Five,   between  four,  and  iix,  for  ever  found. 
By  it's  own  native  ftrength  maintains  it's  ground. 
So,   too,   the  different  parts  of  Time  preferve 
Th'  eflential  order,   whence  they  never  fwerve: 
Still  muft  the  future  to  the  paft  give  way, 
Nor  can  tomorrow  e'er  precede  to  day. 
Thus  wouldfl:  thou  prove  thy  Vaccuum  to  repofe 
In  that  fix'd  ftate,  which  to  itfelf  it  owes. 

With  Time,  and  Number,  Space  you  may  compare, 
And  their  whole  eflence  fimilar  declare  ; 
Afpeds  of  things,  mere  modes,  and  fimple  names, 
None  of  the  three  a  real  being  claims. 
But  Space  you  make  a  fubftance,  firm,  and  free, 
Form'd  of  itfelf  from  all  eternity  ; 
Diftind  from  Matter  you  would  have  it  prov'd, 
The  feat  of  motion,  though  itfelf  unmov'd ; 

3  You 
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You  fay,   all  feeds  of  bodies  it  contains, 
And  for  their  movements  fpreads  it's  bound lefs  plains. 
Why,  fince  for  Space  fuch  ample  rights  you  claim, 
For  Time,  and  Number,  urge  you  not  the  fame? 

Number  is  but  ideal,   merely  fprings 
From  an  aflemblage  of  fubftantial  things; 
We  give  it  parts,   in  gradual  ranks  difpos'd, 
Thus  parted  once,  all  further  parting's  clos'd  ; 
This  ferves  a  certain  rule  to  make  it  known, 
What  comes  from  often  adding  one  to  one; 
And  tells,  with  equal  certainty,   what  comes 
From  adding  fums  to  more  colleded  fums. 
But  fince  this  mode  with  ftridefl:  truth  applies, 
To  all  things  ris'n,   to  all  things  yet  to  rife  ; 
Struck  with  it's  ufe,    imagination  warms, 
And  a  mere  phantom  into  fubftance  forms ; 
Our  minds,    with  eafy,  free  affent,  agree. 
All  being's  common  meafure,  fure,   muft  be. 
Thus  you're  induc'd,  full  rafhly,  to  decide. 
Space  a  firm  being,  infinitely  wide, 
Detach'd  from  Matter  ;  juft  becaufe  you  find 
Space  with  all  bodies  conftantly  combin'd. 
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So  Time,  which  ever  flies  on  rapid  wings, 
Is  ever  perifliing,  yet  newly  fprings, 
Whofe  foftering  influence  daily  brings  to  light 
Things,  which  before  lay  hid  in  blackeft  night, 
V/hofe  gulph  unfathom'd  fwallows  up,  and  drowns 
Art's  works,  and  Nature's,  nations,  and  their  towns, 
Still  in  youth's  bloom,  and  vigour,  we  behold. 
Green  in  his  age,  though  full  of  years,   not  old. 
Our  fathers  call'd  him  Saturn,   and  beflow'd 
A  fatal  fey  the  upon  the  angry  God, 
With  which  he  dealt  deftrudion  every  hour. 
And  in  his  rage  his  ofspring  would  devour. 
Yet  fhouldft  thou  flrive  to  feparate,  ev'n  in  thought, 
Time  from  the  things  it  rules,   it  finks  to  nought. 
Although  by  minutes,  hours,  days,  months,   and  years, 
In  accurate  meafure.   Time  diftind:  appears ; 
'Tis  but  the  things  themfelves  we  bring  to  teft, 
Meafuring,   by  time,   their  motion,   or  their  reft. 
But  hnce  each  being  through  the  world  is  known. 
To  hold  a  fix'd  duration  of  it's  own; 
All  thefe  durations,   fpread  o'er  every  clime, 
We  form  into  one  general  mafs  of  time : 
This  mafs,  thus  form'd,  we  hardily  defend. 
As  independent,  and  fecure  from  end. 

Like 
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Like  fome  great  wheel,  which,  rolling  o'er  the  ground^ 

On  it's  own  axis  rapidly  turns  round, 

It's  riling  power  throws  up  huge  heaps  of  fand, 

It's  falling  force  reftores  them  to  the  flrand. 

Or  like  fome  mighty  river's  copious  flow, 

Whofe  waters  health,   and  fruitfulnefs  beflow, 

While  o'er  the  banks  they  pour  prolifick  tides, 

Yet  fap  beneath,  corroding  at  the  fides. 

Were  Time,   whofe  parts  together  never  ftay, 

But  drive  each  other,  one  by  one,  away, 

Whofe  fleeting  moments  perifh  as  they  rife. 

Time,  which,  at  beft,   is  only  born,  and  dies — 

Were  Time  a  being  ;   ftill,  as  quick  as  thought, 

Springing  from  nothing,   it  mufl:  flnk  to  nought. 

This  is  abfurd  in  reafon,   nor  would  you, 

Ev'n  for  your  Syftem's  fake,   admit  it  true. 

AiTume  it  certain,   then,   that  Time,  and  Space, 

In  real  eflTence  hold  no  kind  of  place ; 

Such  things,  exifl:ing,   no  where  canfl:  thou  find, 

But  as  imagin'd  merely  in  the  mind  ; 

Fi6lions  of  thought,   which  common  ufe  allows, 

Which  Fancy  claims,  but  Nature  difavows. 

Were  there  no  world,  no  fubfl:ance  did  we  fee. 

Nor  Space,  nor  Time,  you'll  own,  could  ever  be. 

Time's 
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Time's  the  duration  of  iiiconftant  things, 
And  Space  from  body's  diPiance  folely  fprinp-s  ; 
Their  being  Diftance,   and  Duration  owe 
But  to  the  fubftances,  from  which  they  flow; 
Though  to  each  mode  you  give  a  different  name, 
Yet  with  it's  fubftance  it  is  ftill  the  fame. 

The  place  containing,  ftill  you  will  maintain. 
From  it's  contents  affords  a  difference  plain ; 
For,   take  the  body  from  the  place  affign'd 
To  hold  it  firft,   the  place  remains  behind. 
I  fay,  by  no  means :   True,  it  feems  to  flay, 
Becaufe  thofe  bodies  are  not  mov'd  av/ay, 
Which  compafs'd  all  around  the  body  gone  ; 
That  fingle  body  has  retir'd  alone : 
But  the  true  place,  which  is  but  the  extent. 
The  fpace  of  body,  with  the  body  went: 
If  place  is  e'er  in  common  phrafe  applied. 
As  to  the  thing  that  fills  it  unallied; 
Merely  to  fignify,  'twill  then  be  found, 
The  circling  bodies,  which  that  thing  furround. 
As  thus  a  river's  place  may  well  be  faid 
To  lie  between  the  banks  that  form  it's  bed; 

P  Though 
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Though  the  vague  river  may  forfake  the  plain, 

And  yet  the  banks,   and  channel  ftill  remain. 

Tims  for  a  fword  the  fcabbard  we  affign, 

As  it's  true  place :   a  bottle  thus  for  wine. 

'Tis  but  a  term  made  ufe  of  to  declare 

The  different  iites,   which  things  at  prefent  bear  ; 

And  to  exprefs,  that,   where  one  thing  we  fee, 

At  the  fame  time  no  other  thing  can  be. 

In  vain  poor  Sophiftry  her  queries  brings, 

"  If  place  be  the  circumference  of  things? 

"  Or  the  clofe  furface,   touching  their  extremes? 

"  Or  fome  feign'd  medium,  which  £he  never  names  ?" 

Place  is   the  individual  Body,  bound 

By  it's  own  figure  ftamping  it  around. 

Oft  as  your  vifionary  mind's  employ'd. 
From  folid  matter  to  divide  your  void, 
Though  you  may  call  it  empty,  open,  vain, 
Free  for  all  bodies  entrance  to  obtain, 
Ev'n  by  this  ad:  of  feparation,  you 
Make  it  a  firm,  and  folid  body  too : 
For,  of  your  atoms  take  twice  twenty  fcore, 
Or  any  given  number,  lefs,  or  more  ; 
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Thefe  in  a  form  exadlly  fpheral  place, 

And  at  the  centre  leave  a  vacant  fpace  : 

Such  as,  when  rain  comes  rattling  from  the  fkies, 

On  the  vex'd  waters  empty  bubbles  rife: 

The  vacant  fpace  within  this  hollow  fphere 

Muft,  like  it's  mold,  in  fpheral  form  appear ; 

Then  may  right  lines,  throughout  the  fpace  inclos'd, 

Be  drawn  from  every  point  to  points  oppos'd; 

Thefe  through  the  centre  all  mnft  mark  their  way, 

And  numerous  angles  in  their  courfe  difplay. 

Thus  is  your  Vacuum  meafur'd;  long,  and  wide, 

As  v/ell  as  body  'tis,  and  deep  befi-de: 

Diftind:  it's  figure  will  be  always  found, 

Stamp'd  by  thofe  atoms  which  eomprefs  it  round  : 

Wine  in  a  bowl  a  form  rotund  muft  wear, 

And  a  fquare's  area  muft  be  ever  fquare. 

Your  Vacuum's  then  a  body ;   every  light 

Shews  it  a  folid  body  to  your  fight  5 

It  bears  divifion,  takes  a  thoufand  fhapes, 

And  every  property  of  matter  apes. 

Circles,  and  fquares,  in  it  you  may  defcribe. 

And  mark  each  figure  of  the  conick  tribe, 

Prove  their  refpeds  by  demonftration  clear, 

And  fix  within  the  cylinder  the  fphere. 

P   2  Whate'er 
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Whate'er  Descartes,  Bernoulli,  Leibnitz  taught, 
With  their  great  Mafters'  learned  treafures  fraught, 
Hippocrates,   and  Euclid;   all  the  laws, 
With  wonderous  {kill,  which  Archimedes  draws, 
From  various  powers  of  figure ;  thefe  may  y^ou 
Shew  in  your  Void  compriz'd,   and  prove  them  true, 
And  as,  in  blocks  of  folid  marble  fix'd, 
Unnumber'd  figures  lie  confus'dlj  mix'd, 
Waiting,  conceal'd,  the  fkilful  workman's  hand. 
Ready  to  ftart  to  life  at  his  command, 
When  his  keen  knife  has  par'd  the  veil  away. 
Which  hides  their  beauties  from  the  face  of  day 
So,  fiird  with  forms,  this  mighty  mais  of  fpace, 
Which  you  call  void,  does  in  it's  breafh  embrace 
All  kinds  of  images ;  although  they  rife. 
Not  to  corporeal,  but  to  mental  eyes. 

Nay,  as  for  Matter's  parts  I  {hall  contend,. 
And  truft  to  prove,  divifion  without  end  ; 
So  for  the  parts  of  Space,  you  mu{l  confefs. 
The  leaft  imagin'd  may  be  ftill  made  lefs. 
No  particle  fo  little  can  be  feign'd. 
Not  to  touch  thofe,  by  which  it  is  contain'd  ^ 

4  For 
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For  inftance,  two  it  hinders  to  unite, 
One  on  it's  left,   another  on  it's  right; 
Between  them  both  it's  body  it  intrudes, 
Both  from  the  fpot  it  occupies  excludes : 
Therefore,  unlefs  you  would  the  whole  confound, 
The  things  furrounded  with  the  things  around, 
The  middle  particle  you  mufl:  divide, 
Yielding  on  either  hand  a  different  fide: 
Further,  in  thought,   mull  this  diviiion  go, 
'Tis  touch'd  above,   'tis  alfo  touch'd  below  : 
Are  more  contiguous  ?  then  to  each  of  thofe 
It,   fingly,  muft  a  different  iide  oppofe. 
Art  thou  amaz'd  ? — How  many  parts  find  place, 
In  the  minuteft  particle  of  Space  ? 
You  mufl:  admit,  ev'n  in  your  own  defence. 
The  parts  unnumber'd,  if  the  whole's  immenfe. 
Grant  from  Earth's  centre  a  right  line  to  run, 
To  Heav'n  quite  through  the  body  of  the  Sun ; 
Then  move  that  end,  which  reaches  to  the  fides. 
From  it's  iiril:  point,  in  length  an  at-om's  fize; 
(Here,   for  a  moment,   I  beg  leave  to  claim, 
For  Space's  fmallefl:  particle,   that  name  ;) 
On  this  remove  the  motion  muft  extend. 
Through  the  whole  line  entire,  from  end  to  end  ; 
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Yet  no  two  parts  with  equal  fwiftnefs  move, 

And  no  two  arches  co-exteniive  prove  ; 

In  gradual  wane  each  part  will  move  more  flow,  /] 

As  toward  the  centre  of  the  earth  you  go, 

The  centre  of  their  motion ;  foar  on  high, 

Each  part  moves  quicker  as  you  reach  the  Iky ; 

Below  the  Sun  each  arch  is  lefs  by  far. 

Than  thofe  defcrib'd  above  his  fiery  car ; 

Nearer  to  Earth,  diminiili'd,  all  confefs 

A  flighter  form,   and  fink  from  lefs  to  lefs ; 

Till  at  it's  centre  into  nought  they  fall, 

A  point  unmeafur'd  terminates  them  all : 

Lo  !   then  that  atom,   which  the  line's  extreme 

Pafs'd  fairly  over,  in  the  Heav'ns  fupreme,  O 

Does  in  it's  form  as  many  parts  combine, 

As  different  arches  mark'd  the  moving  line.  ■; 

What !   If  through  boundlefs  fpace  the  line  you  flretch,  ,3 

Beyond  the  Heav'ns,  beyond  where  thought  can  reach  ? 

(For  to  fuch  heights,   you  fay,  that  Space  extends. 

No  where  begins,  and  no  where  ever  ends :) 

What  to  this  atom's  parts  fliall  then  give  laws  ? 

Where  can  it's  infinite  divifion  paufe? 

Say,  who  can  now,  to  clear  convidion  blind, 

'Twixt  Space,  and  Matter,  any  difference  find  ? 

2  "  Yes : 
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"  Yes :  Vacuum's  penetrable  ;"  ftill  you  cry, 
"  Which  quality  to  Matter  all  deny." 
Nay,  but  it  is  not :  How  can  Matter  claim 
That  fole  exemption  ?  Vacuum  has  the  fame. 
The  parts  of  Vacuum,  you  confefs,  to  be 
Clear,  and  diftind,  from  all  confulion  free  : 
Confound  them  once,  into  a  point  they  run, 
And  all  extenfion  is  for  ever  gone : 
Therefore  they  can't  each  other  penetrate. 
You  fay,  from  bodies  they  fuftain  that  fate : 
And  fo  do  bodies,  you  admit,  from  them  : 
Doft  thou,  as  penetrable,  thofe  condemn  ? 
Whatever  fubftance  clearly  is  compos'd 
Of  feparate  parts,  in  various  ranks  difpos'd. 
Though  different  beings  may  its  form  pervade, 
Is  yet  of  feeds  impenetrable  made. 
Gn  thefe  firm  principles,  you  muft  avov7. 
Your  Void  a  body,  or  mere  nothing,  now. 

Wouldft  thou  the  nature,  then,  of  Space  explore  ? 
Space  is  but  body's  meafure,  and  no  more. 
Although  no  Void  exifted,  ne'er thelefs. 
Matter  might  have  a  being,  thou'lt  confefs : 

For 
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For  they're  of  diflerent  natures  ;   each  alone, 
Self-made,  felf-feated  on  Perfcdion's  throne.: 
But  every  part  of  Matter  mufl:  have  place, 
Nor  can  exifl,   without  the  aid  of  Space; 
For  Matter  muft,  effentially,  extend, 
And  all  extcnnon  Space  muft  comprehend. 
This  to  the  Vacuum  Matter  does  not  owe. 
That  her  parts,  too,   no  penetration  know :  - 
Then,  as  a  property,   fhe  holds,  enjoy'd, 
Another  Space,  diftingulfh'd  from  the  Void, 
By  force  innate,   compell'd  with  her  to  ftay, 
Ev'n  though  the  Void  were  banifh'd  quite  away. 
If  to  the  Space,  which  Matter  ftill  attends, 
Which  with  the  eflence  of  each  body  blends, 
That  other  Space,  cali'd  Vacuum,  thou  unite. 
Behold,   two  Spaces  fpring  at  once  to  light ! 
To  Reafon  yielding,   one  thou  muft  exclude, 
Nor  thus  fuperfluous  things  on  things  obtrude : 
'Tis  now  too  late  thy  Void  to  introduce. 
It  finds  no  office,  and  can  know  no  ufe : 
Were  I  t'aflert  that  Matter  took  it's  rife, 
From  this  fame  Void,  which  you  fo  highly  prize  ; 
Ev'n  thou  thyfelf  wouldft  contradid  the  thought, 
Becaufe  that  Matter,  then,  muft  rife  from  Nought. 

Wouldft 
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Wouldft  thou  a  knowledge,   by  example,  gain. 
Of  fomething,  like  thy  Vacuum,   void,   and  vain? 
Search  with  thine  eyes  that  fun-oppofing  wall, 
And  let  their  rays  on  yonder  Dial  fall ; 
There,   iix'd  at  meafur'd  intervals,   behold 
The  fhining  figures  ftamp  each  hour  with  gold. 
Thou  fee'fl  the  gnomon's  dark,   projed:ing  fhade. 
By  flow  degrees  the  gliftening  plain  invade  ; 
Think'ft  thou  not,   where  the  fhadowy  veil  extends, 
The  fteel  fome  blacknefs  from  it's  body  fends  ? 
The  fhadow's  nothing :   though  it  ftrike  thy  fight, 
'Tis  mere  privation  of  the  beams  of  light; 
Which,   by  the  gnomon  intercepted,   find 
No  room  t'illuminate  what  lies  behind  : 
The  part  eclips'd  defcribes  it's  gradual  way. 
And  marks  the  motion  of  .the  waning  day.  . 

"  Diftindt  from  Matter  if  no  Space  exifls," 
You  fay,   "  No  rule  of  meafure,   then,   fubfifis  ; 
"  Nor  e'er  can  body's  diftance  be  obtain'd, 
"  Nor  ev'n  it's  bulk  precifely  afcertain'd  : 
"  If  Space  be  not  immoveable  confefs'd, 
"  We  want  a  model,  then,  of  perfe(5l  Reft ; 

.    Q_  .  "  With 
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"  With  which  all  Motion,   firfl,   v/e  may  compare, 

*'  And,  thence,  it's  nature,  and  degrees  declare. 

"  Places  themfelves  will  mutual  iites  exchange, 

*'  And  wild  confufion  all  the  world  derange  : 

*'  Nor  will  the  point,  whence  bodies  move,  appear 

"  Plainly,   nor  that,   to  which  they  tend,   be  clear." 

This  reafoning,   Quintius,   now  cfleem'd  fo  ftrong, 

Thou  (lialt  not  hold  irrefragable  long. 

In  vain  for  bodies  would  thy  rules  devife 

A  certain,  abfolute,  effential  iize  : 

Thofe,  which  are  little  to  the  naked  eye, 

Ev'n  through  a  convex  glafs,  increas'd,   we  fpy; 

Seen  through  a  microfcope  their  form  extends, 

And  on  it's  fliape  their  magnitude  depends. 

Oft,  where  a  {ingle  ftar  we  think  we  view, 

The  faithful  telefcope  difcovers  two, 

Shevv^s  them  divided  from  each  other  far, 

And  points  diftind:  the  fpace  'twixt  flar,  and  ftar: 

Diflance  had  blended  both  the  ftars  in  one, 

And,   through  confufion  too,   the  fpace  was  gone  : 

The  point  of  view  contracts,   or  lengthens  things, 

And  from  it's  changes  Space's  variance  fprings. 

Wilt  thou,   then,   vainly  flrive  t' affix  to  fpace 

A  meafure,  which  in  body  finds  no  place? 


Body's 
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Body's  fix'd  meafure  to  attempt  to  gain 

By  Space,  is  labour,  as  abfiird,  as  vain  : 

Greatnefs,  and  fmallnefs,   from  relation  grow. 

No  pofitive  exiftence  can  they  know : 

Body  with  Body,  Space  with  Space  compare, 

Their  different  Hzes,   then,  you  may  declare. 

Thus,   by  relation  too,  when  bodies  move, 

Their  various  movements  eafily  you  prove : 

No  need  throughout  the  univerfe  to  range 

Points,   which  their  fettled  ftations  ne'er  can  change  ; 

Such  only  let  Imagination  fix  ; 

Then  let  the  neighbouring  bodies  never  mix, 

Confus'dly  varying  places;   though  they  may, 

All  in  continued  ranks,  purfue  their  way. 

Along  the  vefTel's  deck,  from  ftern  to  head, 

From  head  to  ftern,   behold  the  failor  tread; 

Whether  becalm'd,  or  kind,  propitious  gales. 

With  profperous  breezes  fill  the  fwelling  fails, 

Or  circling  eddies  whirl  the  fhip  around,  - 

The  fame  in  number  will  his  fteps  be  found. 

Refer  them  to  the  fhip ;   they're  equal  all, 

And  none  without  the  line  of  order  fall :  \ 

Refer  them  to  the  fea ;  and  then  they're  made, 

Now  right,  now  curve,   dired:,   or  retrograde  : 

Q^  2  But 
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But  add  the  motion  of  the  earth  bejGide, 

To  the  rough  tolling  of  the  boifterous  tide  ; 

Then  for  their  fhapes  what  meafures  canfl:  thou  find  ! 

What  fibres  intricate  muft  be  combin'd ! 

Ye  without  all  thefe  references  we  know 

Their  nature  well ;   for  common  fenfe  can  fhew 

The  fleps  as  taken.      Hence  it  muft  appear 

Thy  Space  unmov'd  is  wholely  ufelefs  here. 

Now  with  precifion,   far  beyond  a  doubt. 
The  fenfe  of  that  word,  Vacuum,  is  made  out: 
All  body's  abfence,   literally,  it  means ; 
Imagin'd  abfence,  which  our  fancy  feigns: 
While  the  fond  mind,  deceiv'd  by  fhadows,    clings, 
Not  to  the  things  themfelves,   but  modes  of  things  j 
And  in  fallacious  contemplation  bent, 
On  the  abftrad  idea  of  Extent, 
Clofely  againft  the  body  fhuts  our  eyes. 
Which  holds  it  with  indiffoluble  ties. 
The  like  deception  too  our  mind  obeys, 
When  Number,  and  when  fleeting  Time  wc  raife 
To  real  being :  let  us  once  explore 
Their  fubtile  frame ;  they're  modes,   and  nothing  more. 

Since 
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Since  by  the  mind  it  is  diftindlly  feen, 

That,   where  one  is,    another  might  have  been ; 

It  forms,   while  things,   alternate,   rife,  and  fall. 

One  common,    grand  receptacle  for  all: 

This  gulph  ideal,  quite  from  body  free. 

Of  Space  immenfiirate,  it  feems  to  fee ; 

And,   though  no  motion  Space  itfelf  can  prove. 

Thinks  that  in  Space's  bofom  all  things  move. 

As  if  th'  Almighty  Builder  of  the  world 

'Midft  dire  confufion  mull  his  works  have  hurfd. 

Had  he  not,   firft,    for  each  defign'd  a  place, 

And,  before  Subftances,  created  Space. 

Abfurd,  and  monftrous  !  Fancy,    loos'd  from  rein, 

Throws  over  Nature  this  fictitious  chain  : 

'Twixt  place,   and  body,  no  more  difference  lies, 

Than  thou  canfl  make  'twixt  body,   and  it's  fize. 

Bodies  their  place  about  them  ever  bring; 

Space  is  a  mere  relation,  not  n.  thing. 

Thus  every  thing  may  eafily  be  prov'd 

To  bear  it's  centre,   wherefoever  mov'd  ; 

This  point,  wherever  borne,  does  always  claim 

The  rnidft,   is  ftill  unfliaken,  ftill  the  fame. 

What  is  this  centre  ?  Subftance,  fix'd,  at  reft. 

Firm,  independent,   of  itfelf  pofTefs'd  ? 

2  No: 
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No:   'tis  a  point  ideal,   whither  tend 
The  circle's  radii  all,  and  where  tliey  end. 
Form'd  of  imaginary  points,  like  thefe, 
Your  Space  Immortal  refts  at  endlefs  eafe! 
Such  are  th'  unreal,  fliadowy  parts  you've  chofe, 
Your  vain,  fiaitious,    Vacuum  to  compofe  ! 
Yes ;   'tis  a  phantom,   this  thy  boafted  Void, 
A  mighty  nothing,   by  a  blaft  deftroy'd  ! 
The  great  Athenian  Teacher,  who  denied 
That  being  e'er  could  be  from  nought  fupplled, 
While  all  his  fubftances  with  Void  he  fills, 
In  all  mere  empty  nothlngnefs  InftlUs  : 
When  In  their  veins  a  Vacuum  he  would  fix, 
And  thus  with  folld  bodies,  nothing  mix; 
Two  different  ways  his  jarring  tenets  pull, 
Howe'er  unwilling,  he  makes  all  things  full. 

His  dodrlne  fome  phllofophers  embrace. 
And  ftrive  to  feparate  Matter,    ftill,  from  Space, 
Although  they  freely,  and  fincerely  own, 
Of  Space,    and  Matter,   God  the  caufe  alone. 
How  can  they  thus  fupport  the  Sophift's  fraud, 
Who  fram'd  his  Vacuum  but  to  banifli  God  ? 


wi- 
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Who  Co  contrived  it's  properties,  and  laws, 

As  to  admit  no  prime,  fuperior  caufe? 

And  all  wliofc  reafons,   brought  to  prove  it  true, 

Prove  it's  exiflence  neceffary  too  ? 

Hear  what  he  fays  himfelf :    "  Did  God  create 

"  Space  out  of  nought,   on  him  depends  it's  fate  ; 

"  Part  he  may,   then,    reduce  to  nought  again, 

"   If  he  fliould  pleafe,  and  let  the  reft  remain  j 

"  Were  to  that  end  Omnipotence  employ'd, 

"  A  chafm  would  gape,   a  Void  within  the  Void. 

"  But  yet  that  part  of  Space,  you  think  decay'd, 

"  Survives  the  ruins  Fancy's  dreams  have  made  ; 

"  For  the  fame  diftance  ftill,  you  plainly  find, 

"  Between  the  parts  preferv'd,    is  left  behind  ; 

*'  The  Space  is,   therefore,    as  it  was  before, 

"  For  it  but  means  the  diftance,    nothing  more  : ' 

"  If  Space  can  ne'er  by  power  divine  be  brought 

"  To  nought  again,   it  never  fprung  from  nought." 

Thus,  Epicurus,   while  you  but  pretend 

Your  Vacuum'?  mere  exiftence  to  defend. 

You  raife  it  far  above  Creation's  laws. 

And  make  itfelf  it's  own  efficient  caufe: 

Stripping  the  Gods,   with  fell  malignant  joy, 

Of  a<S:ive  powers,  their  being  you  dcftroy. 

4  Art 
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Art  thou  then  worthy,  thus  with  Heav'n  who  war, 

Such  chiefs  to  bind  to  thy  triumphal  car, 

As  Iharp  Gas s end i,    and  fo  many  more, 

With  pious  hearts  who  Heav'n' s  great  Lord  adore  ! 

But  thefe  obje6l:    "Should  God's  all-powerful  will, 
*'  Able,   at  once,   to  make  alive,  or  kill, 
*'  In  chamber  pent  annihilate  the  air, 
"  And  yet  the  chamber,  .that  contain'd  it,    fpare  ; 
"  Would  not  that  chamber,   it's  contents  deftroy'd, 
"   Within  it's  compafs  circumfcribe  a  Void  ?" 
I  fay,  by  no  means :   for,  if  all  we  know. 
Empty  or  full,   to  God  their  being  owe, 
As  well  he  may  the  Void  annihilate. 
As  doom  his  creature.  Matter,  to  it's  fate. 
"  Should  He  in  fad:  deftroy  it,   what  befalls," 
You  afk  with  confidence,   "  the  chamber  walls  ?" 
Thus  I  retort:    Whatever  flate  they  claim. 
The  air  deftroy'd  ;   they  now  poffefs  the  fame. 
If  then  the  air,  which  does  thofe  walls  divide,  9 
Perifh  entire,   by  body  unfupplied. 
The  whole's  extinct.   Space  can  no  more  remain. 
Though  it's  furvival,  flill,   you  idly  feign; 


With 


ANTI-LUCRETIUS.  121 

With  falling  body  Space  muft  alfo  fall, 

For  'tis  to  body  that  it  owes  it's  all  :  - 

So,   be  the  thing  confum'd,  which  Number  bore, 

The  poor  dependent,   Number,   is  no  more. 

*'  What  then  the  walls  can  feparate?"   Nought,   I  fay  ; 

Juft  as  if  God  had  fnatch'd  the  Void  away. 

But  Locke  here  urges,  that  "  The  walls  don't  touch  ; 

"  Whate'er  their  former  diftance,  juft  as  much, 

"  Between  thofe  oppolitc,   may  now  be  prov'd; 

"  For  'twas  allow'd  the  walls  remain'd  unmov'd." 

But  Locke  agreed,  that  Space  itfelf  to  nought 

By  power  divine  might  at  a  word  be  brought : 

Does  Space  no  longer,  therefore,  intervene  ? 

'Tis  clear  that  nothing  can  be  left  between. 

You'll  fay,   perhaps,   this  nothing  is  your  Void  : 

Sure,  if  it  is,  your  Vacuum's  quite  deftroy'd  j 

For  you  confefs  it  a  mere  nought  to  be, 

Or  elfe  admit  it  of  necefTity. 

Locke,  then,  is  either  prefs'd  to  this  extreme; 

To  curb  th'  omnipotence  of  Power  Supreme, 

And  madly  with  th'  Athenian  Chief  combine, 

Space  to  deliver  from  the  Hand  Divine : 

(If  fo,  he  muft  to  force  fuperior  yield, 

Driv'n,  with  his  vanquifh'd  leader,  from  the  field  :) 

R  .1         Or, 
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Or,   if  he  joins  with  us,   and  fights  for  God, 
Raftily  his  feet  on  hoftile  ground  have  trod. 

Nor,   this  vain  phantom  to  oblivion  hurl'd, 
This  fabled  Vacuum  banifli'd  from  the  world, 
Think  that  it's  lofs  an  obftacle  can  prove, 
That  bodies,   robb'd  of  it,  lefs  freely  move. 
Mark  but  the  nature  of  the  fluid  well, 
In  whofe  vaft  ocean  plung'd  all  bodies  dwell ; 
And  to  your  reafon  manifeftly  clear, 
Movement's  great  mechanifm  will  foon  appear. 
The  parts  of  liquids,  voluble,  and  round. 
With  polifh'd  furfaces,   are  ever  found  ; 
None,  or  but  flender,   are  the  ties  that  bind 
Bodies  like  thefe,  too  fmooth  to  be  confin'd; 
Each  through  the  reft  with  ceafelefs  motion  glidesj 
No  hook  can  faften  on  their  flippery  fides. 
Another  matter,   fubt'ler  far,  and  fine 
Beyond  perception,  aids  the  grand  defign  ; 
Diffufive  i^^THER,  which  it's  parts  inftills. 
And  all  interftices  completely  fills. 
Barely  to  name  thee  let  it  now  fuffice, 
And  point  thy  virtues  out  to  mortal  eyes, 

4  O  vivid 
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O  vivid  matter  !   Motion's  lively  fpring! 

Whole  praife  my  Mufe  is  bound  fo  oft  to  fmp-  ! 

By  vi'hofe  keen  influence,   a6ling  through  the  whole, 

Expanded  motion  fpreads  from  pole  to  pole  ! 

By  this  pervaded,   bodies  learn  to  bend, 

Yield  to  the  touch,   or,  pull'd,   their  jQiapes  extend, 

Soft,  and  more  foft,  in  every  part  become, 

As  iSther's  power  predominates  in  feme. 

If,   thus  immers'd,   a  body  fliould  be  flirr'd, 

And  through  the  liquid  from  it's  feat  transferr'd, 

In  the  fame  inftant  when  the  firfl  it  leaves, 

A  fccond  feat  it's  moving  bulk  receives, 

"  When  body  prefles  body,"  you  inquire, 
"  To  what  retreat  does  that  expell'd  retire?" 
Plainly,   I  anfwer,  to  the  neighbouring  feat,  .  , 

From  whence  it  makes  the  next,  in  turn,  retreat ; 
The  next  removes  another,   that  drives  out 
Another  body;   thus  they  whirl  about, 
In  mutual  contadl,  clofely  following  flill, . 
Each  prefUng  hard  it's  neighbour's  place  to  fill. 
Thus  round  it's  axis  rolls  the  rapid  wheel, 
Whofe  parts  compad  no  difcontinuance  feel ; 

R  2  -  Part 
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Part  follows  part,   in  clofe  coiine(Slion  join'd, 

The  part  more  forward  prefs'd  by  that  behind  ;- 

No  Void  they  fuffer  here  to  intervene, 

Nor  leave  the  fmalleft  interval  between. 

In  liquid  bodies  fuch  are  Motion's  laws. 

Which  their  perpetual  circulation  caufe. 

The  parts  of  liquid  bodies,   'tis  confefs'd, 

Can  ne'er  enjoy  a  calm,  internal  reftj 

From  that  confiftence,   too,   they  are  debarr'd,, 

Which  renders  folid  bodies,   firm,   and  hard  ;. 

Yet  not  a  particle  detach'd  is  found, 

But  other  drops  the  leafl  proportion  bound  : 

Faffing  from  each  to  each  the  Motion's  fuch,, 

That  all  together  move,  together  touch. 

The  principles  oF  folids  fcill  retain 

One  fix'd  pofition,   by  fome  fecret  chain  ; 

While  thofe  of  liquids  ever  varying  flov/  : 

Tiiis  is  the  only  difference  that  they  know. 

Shut  in  a  pipe  a  watery  column  ftandsy 
Which,  underneath,  a  clofe-fix'd  plug  commands  5 
Remove  the  plug,   the  falling  column  ftraight 
Sinks  to  the  bottom,  by  it's  proper  weight ; 

Nor 
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Nor  think  it's  lower  part  alone  defcends, 
With  equal  force  the  upper  downward  tends ; 
And  the  whole  mafs,  together  firmly  pent, 
As  one  great  liquid  cylinder  takes  vent. 
With  this  a  column  form'd  of  air  you  find, 
Without  one  open  interval,'  combin'd; 
Which,   to  the  other  link'd  by  neareft  ties, 
It's  place  forfaken  gradually  fupplies ; 
The  airy  column  upward  fhapes  it's  courfe, 
Driv'n  by  the  falling  water's  rapid  force ; 
And  as  along  the  watery  mafs  it  glides, 
No  gaping  Void  their  mutual  touch  divides  ; 
But  while  the  liquid  column  leaves  it's  place. 
The  air  in  contadl  flill  fupplies  the  Space. 

Thus  muft  the  liquid  ever  find  a  feat, 

Forc'd  from  it's  ftation,   where  it  may  retreat : 

At  the  fame  point  of  time,  the  place  it  leaves 

Another  body  in  it's  arms  receives : 

Becaufe  the  parts  contiguous,   all  imprefs'd 

With  equal  motion,  flill  fucceed  the  reft  ; 

While  fome  are  moving,  none  can  fix'd  remain, 

As  all  are  link'd  in  one  continued  chain. 

Thus 
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Thus  if  a  fmfFat  one  extreme  you  move, 

The  other  end  will  equal  motion  prove. 

Thus  if  a  rope,  which  far  in  length  extends, 

You  flightly  touch  at  either  of  it's  ends, 

Caught  by  degrees  the  movement  fpreads  all  o'er, 

The  trembling  cord  is  fliaken  more,  and  more, 

From  end  to  end  the  bellying  curve  prevails, 

Like  ferpents  brandifliing  their  finuous  tails. 

Thus  in  a  Watch,   each  wheel,  and  every  thing, 

Obeys  the  motion  of  a  fingle  fpring  ; 

Becaufe  the  parts,  in  firm  connedion  bound. 

Receive,  and  fpread,  it's  impulfe  all  around. 

No  interruptive  Void  intrudes  between. 

But  union  guides,   and  works  the  whole  machine. 

Whate'er  of  liquids  I  have  now  made  known. 

To  their  whole  body  anfwers  not  alone. 

But  is  with  ftridl  propriety  applied 

To  their  conftituent  principles  befide. 

I  know  that  all,  the  paths  who  blindly  tread. 
Where  your  Lucretius  marches  at  their  head, 
Who  his  falfe  dodlrine  ardently  receive, 
And  in  his  feeds  implicitely  believe, 


Which 
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Which  he  has  feign'd  immortal,  aiid  unchang'd, 

Of  different  figures,  varioufly  arrang'd. 

Can  by  no  effort  ever  comprehend. 

How  fluid  particles  together  blend. 

Although  thofe  particles  be  e'er  fo  fmali; 

Nor  how  the  folid  bodies  move  at  all, 

Plung'd  in  a  fluid  ;   if  they  don't  fuppofe 

A  Void  befide,  thofe  bodies  to  inclofe. 

All  kinds  of  bodies  thefe  vain  fophifl:s  frame 

Of  feeds  eternal,  vaunted  by  the  name 

Of  Atoms,  which,  in  wandering  to  and  fro. 

Require  fome  Space  to  hold  them  as  they  go  ; 

Uniting  when  their  various  figures  cleave. 

Various  interftices  they  ftill  muft  leave  ; 

For  where  their  fhapes  preeifely  don't  agree^ 

A  gap  is  left,   where  body  cannot  be. 

Such  is  their  plea  :   This  empty  vacant  place. 

Pronounce  it  nothing,   or  proclaim  it  Space, 

No  difference  in  their  fyftem  makes,   they  fay. 

So  from  it's  realms  all  body's  driv'n  away. 


53 


Believe  me,  Quintius,  'tis  uo  wonderous  thing 
That  from  one  falfehood  many  falfehocds  fpring. 


128  ANTI-LUCRETIUS. 

If  once  til'  atomick  fyftem  be  deftroy'd, 
It's  ruin  draws  deftrudion  on  the  Void  : 
For  on  th'  unreal,   feign'd,  atomick  ground 
Flis  vacant  Space  does  Epicurus  found. 
That  theory  entirely  I  reject, 
And  fhall  it's  artful  fallacy  deteft, 
When  body's  firfl;  formation  I  purfue, 
So  as  to  bring  convi6tion  ev'n  to  you. 
Meanwhile  your  judgement  quietly  fufpend. 
And  to  found  reafon,  and  to  truth  attend, 
While  fubtile  -/Ether's  attributes  I  fix. 
And  fhew  how  ev'n  with  liquids  it  can  mi?:. 
Not  like  the  atoms  ot  the  Roman  Bard 
Arc  i^ther's  parts  im.pcnetrably  hard  ; 
Nor  do  they  always,  fimple  in  their  frame, 
Preferve  their  figure,   and  their  bulk  the  fame  j 
But  foft,  and  pliant,  ever  as  they  move, 
Divifion  on  divifion  do  they  prove, 
Ready  again  each  other  to  embrace, 
And  every  form  aifume  in  every  place  : 
Their  fubtile  nature  to  no  Void  they  owe. 
No  intervening  Vacuum  do  they  know, 
Apt  to  infinuate  with  the  niceft  fkill. 
Each  fmalleft  chink  they  penetrate,  and  fill ; 

5  All 
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All  empty  Space  they  force  at  once  to  flee, 
Or  rather  hinder  empty  Space  to  be. 

As  if  you  pile  together  in  a  mafs. 
Marbles,  or  grains  of  wheat,  or  chips  of  brafs  ; 
Through  the  whole  heap  interftices  are  feen, 
Where  folid  bodies  cannot  pafs  between : 
But  if  a  liquid  on  the  top  you  pour, 
Each  yawning  gap  imbibes  the  plenteous  fliow'r ; 
Wide  through  the  mafs  it's  piercing  drops  diftill'd 
Clofe  up  the  whole,  and  every  chafm  is  fill'd. 
Now  were  the  feeds  of  liquids,  ftill  unchang'd, 
To  keep  that  form,  in  which  they  iirft  were  rang'd, 
Were  they  for  ever  to  continue  round, 
How  to  fharp  angles  could  their  way  be  found  ? 
All  forms,  no  doubt,  v/ithin  them  they  infold. 
Grow  long,  or  flat,   and  fit  in  every  mold  ; 
Changes  by  turns  to  every  fliape  they  feel, 
As  yielding  wax  obeys  th'  imprefling  feal. 
Thus  when  the  Sculptor,   fkill'd  in  Grecian  lore, 
Following  the  fl:eps  where  Phidias  trod  before, 
Some  mighty  hero's  fl;atue  means  to  frame. 
In  plafl:er  firfl:  he  models  out  the  fame; 

S  Then 
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Then  clothes  with  wax;  then  haftes  the  whole  to  la) 
In  a  deep  bed  of  well-attemper'd  clay; 
And  leaving  chinks  t'admit  the  fcalding  Ihow'rs, 
Through  the  whole  mafs  the  liquid  metal  pours : 
Soon  melts  the  wax  ;   the  burning  metal  flies, 
And,  quick  fucceeding,  all  it's  room  fupplies  ; 
With  mimick  life  the  brazen  ftatue's  warm, 
And  takes  by  fuflon  great  Alcides'  form. 

The  fubtile  matter,  therefore,  well  employ 'd,. 
Applies  to  every  purpofe  of  a  void; 
Form'd  to  all  fhapes,  to  every  fhock  it  yields, 
And  fpreads  for  various  movement  ample  fields : 
It's  faint  reflftance  is  fo  very  fmall, 
Fairly  it  may  be  coimted  none  at  all : 
Though  water,    thus,   refifts  a  falling  ftone, 
Yet,  unrepell'dj  it's  ponderous  bulk  goes  on  ; 
Becaufe  the  force,  exerted  to  prevent, 
Is  lefs  than  that,  which  urges  it's  defcent : 
Thus  Air  ne'er  forces  headlong  ftreams  to  flay. 
But  fcarce  refifts  them  in  their  rapid  way  : 
Thus  too  the  Air,  by  ^Ether  unconfin'd, 
Pants  in  the  breeze,  and  rages  in  the  Wind, 

I  Here 
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Here  you  objedt  that,   "  if  the  world  be  fill'd, 
"  And  in  no  opening  part  a  Void  inftill'd, 
"  Since  Matter  always,  of  whatever  clafs, 
"  Relifts  in  juft  proportion  to  it's  mafs, 
"  A  cubick  foot,  of  aether,  muft  infold 
"  As  much  refiftance,  as  of  lead,  or  gold." 
QuiNTius,  in  this  thou'rt  totally  deceived, 
Keliftance  never  fprings  as  you've  believ'd; 
'Tis  not  the  bulk  that  thus  with  Motion  fights, 
But  the  firm  texture,  which  it's  parts  unites. 
Matter,  inert,  and  paflive,   ne'er  can  prove. 
As  from  itfelf,  an  obftacle  to  move ; 
But  from  it's  fridion,  or  it's  complex  ties. 
Or  when  one  motion  with  another  vies : 
For  ne'er  can  Matter  hinder  Motion's  courfe. 
By  adtive  force,  oppos'd  to  active  force  ; 
But  apt  alike  for  motion,  or  for  reft. 
Neither  it  feeks,  yet  either  bears  imprefs'd. 

Of  bodies  fome  are  foft,  and  others  hard. 
Some  fleal  from  others  motion,  and  retard 
By  flow  degrees,  or  change  the  courfe  they  fteer, 
Nay,  ev'n  arreft  them  in  their  full  career ; 

S  2  Some 
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Some  to  all  others  yield  a  paffage  free, 

While  feme  refift  in  the  extreme  degree  : 

Thefe  various  powers  to  bodies  never  come, 

From  ftrength  of  elements,    nor  from  their  fum  ; 

But  all  entirely  on  the  mode  depend, 

In  which  thofe  elements  are  taught  to  blend ; 

Whether  their  texture's  loofely  fram'd,  or  tough,.. 

Whether  their  furfaces  are  fmooth,    or  rough. 

Water  contains  more  matter  for  it's  Hze^ 

Than  in  an  equal  bulk  of  timber  lies  ; 

Yet  in  the  liquid  mafs  at  once  you  may 

Your  finger  plunge,   though  wood  will  not  give  way  : 

Metals  dilTolv'd  with  eafe  you  penetrate. 

Though  fraught  with  matter,  as  rs  prov'd  by  weight >. 

In  fubtile  texture  Mercury  yields  to  Air, 

^ther  is  fubt'ler  ftill  beyond  compare ; 

Nor  ev'n  are  Other's  elements  unchang'd. 

But  now  more  clofely,  now  more  loofely  rang'd. 

Remember  all  around,   above,  below. 

Liquids,  immers'd  in  other  liquids  flow  ; 

Some  have  than  others  far  a  finer  frame. 

But  that  which  does  by  far  the  finefl:  claim. 

May  yet,   whene'er  the  flighteft  caufes  prefs, 

Refolve  it's  parts,  and  ftiU  grow  lefs  and  lefs. 
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Fulness  prevailing,  then,  in  every  part 
Cannot  prohibit  motion,  but  may  thwart ; 
Sometimes  diminifhing  it's  rapid  force. 
Or  the  direction  varying  of  it's  courfe, 
By  fharp  refradlion  rendering  it  perplex'd, 
Or  from  one  thing  transferring  to  the  next, 
(While  body  driv'n  through  feas  of  aether  rolls) 
Yet  flill  preferving  what  it  thus  controuls. 
Bodies  comprefs'd  can  hardly  be  deftroy'd. 
But  what  fhould  fave  them  in  your  fancied  Void  ? 
There  all  their  parts,   and  elements  at  large 
From  firm,  compa6t  connexion  you  difcharge ; 
When  mutual  preffure's  law  no  more  reftrains. 
Soon  will  the  jarring  Atoms  burft  their  chains. 
Through  defart  regions  wildly  fcatter'd  fly, 
As  duft  on  wings  of  whirlwinds  mounts  the  fky. 
For  were  not  bodies  clofe  with  bodies  join'd, 
No  ties  th'  affembled  principles  could  bind, 
Which  form  thofe  bodies ;   but,    divided  all. 
Each  in  the  yawning  gulph  diflindl  mufl  fall. 
'Tis  to  the  Plenum  things  their  hardnefs  owe, 
Confidence  nought  but  preffure  can  beftow, 
To  vacate  Space  though  Fraud,  and  Violence  pull, 
As  A  crown'd-.  cup  the  Universe  is  full. 
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This  truth  by  fair  experiments  is  known, 
As  for  your  clear  convidion  fhall  be  fhewn. 
Two  hemifpheres  of  polifli'd  marble  join ; 
So  aptly  make  their  flattened  fides  combine, 
Along  each  other  as  they  fmoothly  Aide, 
Between  their  bodies  that  no  air  may  glide: 
When  you  this  point  precifely  once  attain, 
To  break  their  bonds  all  human  force  is  vain  ; 
Matter  condcns'd,  comprefling  them  around, 
Holds  them  in  chains  indiflblubly  bound. 
'Tis  hence  the  vigorous  Swimmer  feels  the  force, 
Of  ftruggling  waves,  oppofe  his  eager  courfe  ; 
Againft  their  power  his  nervous  arms  contend. 
While  hardfetch'd  fighs  his  labouring  bofom  rend  ; 
Untir'd  with  toil,  fince  victory  crowns  his  pains. 
The  hardy  conqueror  cleaves  the  liquid  plains. 
Pluck  from  an  olier-tree  a  Hender  wand. 
And,  ftrongly  grafping,  wave  it  in  your  hand ; 
An  arch's  form  it's  curling  motion  fhews. 
The  air  ftill  whizzing,  as  it  comes,  and  goes ; 
The  harfh  fhrill  found  of  oppofition  proves, 
That  the  vex'd  air  relifts  it  as  it  moves. 
Thus  too,   when  thunder  fhakes  the  rattling  fkies, 
Swift  from  the  clouds  the  forked  lightning  flies  j 
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The  nimble  flafh  anticipates  the  found, 
Which,  flow,  and  heavy,  undulates  around  j 
For  fire  is  Iharp,  but  found,  obtufely  dull, 
Scarce  works  a  paflage  through  a  fpace  that's  full. 

Why,  in  the  laft  place,  do  the  rays  that  run, 
From  Heav'n  to  Earth,  as  darted  by  the  Sun, 
Change  their  diredlion,  while  they  downward  tend. 
From  the  ftraight  path  they  aim  at,  forc'd  to  bend  ? — 
Becaufe  the  -^ther  interrupts  their  race. 
By  filling  up  the  intermediate  fpace  ; 
And  as  it  offers  lefs,  or  greater,   parts. 
Gives  lefs,  or  more,  refiftance  to  the  darts  ; 
Thofe  parts,  not  tamely  yielding  open  way, 
Break  the  right  line  of  every  feeble  ray. 
And  each  bright  particle  of  radiance  force 
Slightly  to  vary  it's  intended  courfe  : 
But  in  a  Void  refradlion  ne'er  could  a6l, 
Since  there  would  there  be  nothing  to  refrad;. 
Ev'n  liquid  bodies  too,   as  well  as  hard, 
Though  not  fo  ftrongly.  Motion's  fpeed  retard  ; 
Since  their  round  parts  in  various  circles  range, 
Whene'er  their  places  they're  oblig'd  to  change  : 

Which 
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Which  could  not  happen,   if,   completely  broke, 

The  liquor,  opening  on  the  flightefl  fhock, 

Should  to  intruders  yield  a  palTage  free, 

Through  gaping  paths  of  mere  vacuity. 

'Tis  certain  then,   though  bodies  move  at  will, 

That  Matter's  feeds  the  Univerfe  muft  fill : 

Were  bodies  loofefy  fcatter'd  in  a  Void, 

Their  firm  contexture  would  be  foon  deftroy'd  ; 

Through  the  vaft  gulph  the  feeds  vi^ould  blindly  err-. 

Unapt  to  borrow  Motion,  or  transfer. 

How  fliall  I  tell,  abforb'd  in  deep  furprize. 
That  he,  fo  learn'd,   fagacious,   clear,  and  wife, 
Immortal  Newton,  did  the  Void  embrace. 
And  thought  each  Planet  mov'd  in  empty  Space? 
When  he  beheld  the  heavenly  bodies  roll. 
In  conftant  order,   through  the  mighty  whole, 
And  blazing  Comets  force  their  fiery  way. 
Back  through  the'fkies,  againfi:  the  courfe  of  day, 
Pos'd  to  conciliate  either  jarring  courfe, 
Ev'n  with  Fluidity's  obftrudling  force. 
To  folve  th'  appearances,  he  thought  it  beft, 
That,  all  aethereal  matter  quite  fupprefs'd, 


Each 


A  N  T  I^L  U  C  R  E  T  I  U  S.  137 

Each  orb,  obedient  to  fome  fecret  caufe, 

Should  move  in  Vacuo  by  Attraction's  laws. 

Such  vain  conceits  could  fafcinate  the  man, 

Nature's  fublimeft  myfteries  born  to  ican  I 

The  laws  of  Motion  fkilful  to  declare, 

And  with  the  adual  ftate  of  things  Qompare ; 

Able  to  place  creation  in  the  fcale. 

And  fhew  how  parts  o'er  fubje6t  parts  prevail ; 

A  folar  beam  ingenious  to  refolve 

Into  thofe  various  tints  it's  parts  involve, 

Till  all  diftinft  by  aid  prifmatick  made, 

The  feven  unchanging  colours  ftand  difplay'd  j 

In  pure,  primaeval  brightnefs  as  they  fhii:ie, 

His  hand  diredive  marks  each  bordering  line  ! 

How  could  fo  accurate  an  obferver  feign 

An  ufelefs  Void,  not  emptier  than  'tis  vain  ? 

How  could  he  think  to  have  mere  nothing  brought 

Into  exiftence,  yet  confirm  it  nought  ? 

For  when  his  new-rais'd  Vacuum  we  explore, 

We  find  it  nothing,  as  it  was  before. 

How  could  collected  Matter  hope  to  pafs 

r — 

Through  fuch  a  chafm,  and  yet  preferve  it's  mafs  P 
Attrad:ion's  different  fpecies  I  omit. 
Different  Phaenomena  contriv'd  to  hit ; 

T  And 
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And  Gravitation,  not  to  be  explain'd, 
Unlefs  by  contad  Motion  is  obtain'd, 
While  Body,  driv'n  by  Body,  holds  it's  courfe^ 
Still  in  th'  exadt  direction  of  the  force. 
Of  thefe  hereafter.     Truth  recals  me  here, 
For  whom,   enamour'd  of  her  charms,   I  fear, 
Left  this  new  Ihoot  of  deadly  error,  rais'd 
By  Newton's  hand,  and  by  Gassendi  prais'd, 
Beneath  the  fhade  of  fuch  renown  fliould  rife, 
And  fpread  it's  baneful  branches  to  the  fkies. 
Let  me  the  licence  of  oppofing  claim, 
Fad  to  mere  Fidion,  Reafon  to  a  Name. 

All  bodies,    moving  circularly,    try 
From  the  fix'd  centre  of  their  courfe  to  Ry; 
If  nought  oppofes,   rapid  is  their  flight, 
Oppos'd  thejr  ftrive  t'efcape  with  all  their  might. 
The  fpheres  celeftial  thus,  for  ever  found 
On  their  ov/n  proper  axes  whirhng  round, 
Anrf  feen,  with  unremitting  fpeed,  befide, 
About  their  orbit's  central  point  to  glide. 
Were  they  encompafs'd  only  by  a  Void, 
Soon  would  their  Motion's  order  be  deftroy'd  ; 

4  Straight 
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Straight  would  they  fly  the  courfe  they  'ad  held  before, 

Nor  mind  their  orbit  or  it's  centre  more. 

Shot  from  a  fling,   whofe  circling  cords  confin'd, 

A  ponderous  ftone  outftrips  the  rapid  wind  ; 

Flies  to  the  mark,   from  forc'd  rotation  freed. 

With  furer  aim,   and  more  prevailing  fpeed: 

Ev'n  at  the  earlieft  round  th'  impatient  ftone, 

Unlefs  reftrain'd  by  violence,  would  have  flown. 

Thus  would  each  wandering  ftar,  if  unreftrain'd, 

Nor  by  clofe  preffure  in  it's  courfe  detain'd. 

Through  the  vaft  Vacuum's  defert  empire  fly, 

Where  nought  could  curb  it's  flirong  rapidity, 

But,  like  itfelf,    fome  other  body  hurl'd, 

Or,  at  the  lafl:,  the  ramparts  of  the  world. 

Befldes,  each  planet's  mafs  muft  foon  difliblve, 
As  in  rotation  rapid  they  revolve  ; 
While  with  unceahng  violence  flill  they  roll, 
Their  fcattering  parts  muft  pierce  the  empty  whole  : 
Like  fome  great  wheel,  that,   whirling  o'er  the  ftrand, 
Widely  difperfes  it's  colledted  fand. 
To  fmalleft  feeds,  by  conftant  motion,  ground, 
The  circling  atmofphere  mufl;  melt  around  ; 

T  2  Nor 
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Nor  long  can,   then,  the  mouldering  furface  ftay  ; 

At  length  the  inmoft  parts  will  wear  away. 

The  lavifh  Sun  will  dart  his  fires  afar, 

Ne'er  to  return,  upon  each  fubjedt  ftar. 

The  denfeft  bodies,  lofmg  all  their  weight, 

Will  flioot  diredlly  from  their  centre's  feat : 

Nay,   they  will  ev'n  be  lighter  than  the  rare,  A 

Becaufe  more  motion's  fallen  to  their  fhare. 

Their  fpeed  can  force  centripetal  reftrain  ? — 

What  means  the  term  ?  That  fancied  force  explain. 

While  in  my  hand  I  grafp  the  whirling  fling, 

The  force,   which  makes  the  ponderous  flone  to  cling. 

Is  not  centripetal;   the  fling  alone, 

Wrapp'd  in  it's  folds,  detains  the  ponderous  flone. 

A  force  impulfive  I  can  well  conceive, 

But  never  will  in  powers  occult  believe, 

Which  aft  by  magick,  and  fo  far  prevail, 

That  nature's  force  centrifugal  mufl:  fail, 

If  they  oppofe ; >  nay,  thofe  feign'd  powers  improvcj 

As  bodies  nearer  to  the  centre  move. 

Shall  once,  again,  invading  clearer  fkies, 

From  earth  emerging,  clouds  of  darknefs  rife  ? 

Which  Aristotle  fpread  from  pole  to  pole, 

Till  black  obfcurity  involved  the  whole  ? 

3  "  Shall 
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Shall  new  philofophers  the  licence  claim, 
Ask'd  for  a  caufe,  to  anfwer  with  a  name  ? 
For  folid  reafon  empty  found  afford, 
And  folve  the  niceft  problems  by  a  word  ? 

This  curbing  force,  which  from  the  centre  fprings, 
And  toward  the  centre  wandering  bodies  brings. 
Which  o'er  the  ample  univerfe  extends. 
And  from  deftrudlion  fragile  orbs  defends, 
If  it  exifls,  moft  certainly  requires 
A  mean,   as  large,  to  fecond  it's  defires ; 
Through  which  diffus'd,    and  rendering  all  compact. 
It's  power  coercive  o'er  the  whole  may  a6t : 
This  mean,   by  which  it's  influence  it  inftills, 
Mufl:  fure  be  Matter,  boundlefs  Space  that  fills. 
You,  whofe  acuteft  reafoning  (kill's  employ 'd. 
To  feparate  matter  by  a  gaping  Void, 
You,  to  the  centre  of  each  rolling  fphere. 
Send  an  intelligence,   and  fix  it  there, 
Contefts  with  powers  centrifugal  to  hold. 
And  by  it's  w'^l  the  orbit's  fliape  to  mold  : 
Quickly  the  force  centrifugal  mufl:  yield, 
And. to  this  hidden  power  give  up  the  field. 

Which 
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Which  with  tyrannick  fccptre  marks  it's  fway, 

Points  to  each  orb  it's  arbitrary  way, 

Compels  the  recreant  to  prefervc  their  track, 

The  wanderer  Hops,   the  fugitive  brings  back, 

ObUges  all  the  planetary  tribe, 

Not  circles,  but  ellipfes  to  defcribe. 

As  often,   therefore,   as  thefe  bodies  try, 

Off  in  a  tangent  from  their  courfe  to  fly, 

(For  conick  curves,   as  fpherical,   are  all 

Conipos'd  of  tangents  infinitely  fmall) 

So  often  this  myfterious  power  reftrains. 

Though,  now  and  then,  it  deigns  to  loofe  the  reins. 

As  boys  their  kites  abandon  to  the  wind, 

Fram'd  of  light  paper,  and  bent  twigs  combin'd  j 

Yet  not  too  much  in  cafual  blafts  confide. 

But  with  a  cord  their  airy  gambols  guide: 

Or  as,   obeying  various  hidden  threads. 

Puppets  are  made  to  move  their  hands,   and  heads. 

Nor  does  great  Newton's  famous  fyftem  ftand. 
On  one  compad  foundation,  fimply  plann'd : 
No:   every  new  phcenomenon  muft  caufe 
Some  variation  in  his  fickle  laws : 
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This  one  defedi  beyond  a  doubt  refutes 
His  doclrine's  claim,   and  clofes  all  difputes. 
If  with  attraction,  from  exiftencc,   fraught. 
Matter  muft  hold  it,  or  return  to  nought, 
That  native  force  through  every  part  muft  flow, 
And  on  each  portion  equal  powers  beftow  ; 
All  muft  fubmit  alike  to  it's  conttoul, 
For  parts  muft  fhare  the  eflence  of  the  whole. 
All  things  the  like  attractive  powers-  will,  claim, 
From  Nature's  laws,  invariably  the  fame. 
But  ne'er  did  jarring  anarchy  decree 
Such  harfh  difcordance,  as  is  fram'd  by  thee: 
For  on  the  vaft,   tumultuous  tide  of  things. 
Oft  as  a  new,  unlook'd  for  object  fprings. 
So  oft,   O  Newton!   doft  thoy;fhift  thy  fail. 
Feigning  fome  new  attraction  to  prevail. 
One  fpecies  ferves  to  whirl  the  planets  rounds 
For  force  magnetick,   lo  I  another's  found  ; 
Th'  eleCtrick  virtue  various  forts  fupplles,. 
As  various  efforts  ftrike  thy  wondering  eyes,. 
Thus  is  thy  fyftem,   to  no  courfe  conlin'd, 
Tofs'd  on  the  waves,   the  fport  of  every  wind. 
This  with  thofe  barbarous  organs  may  compare,: 
Whofe  tone's  exhaufted  by  one  wretched  air  ; 

We 
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We  ever  muft,  to  change  the  paltry  ftrain, 
Wind  up  the  barren  inftrument  again ; 
The  notes  are  alter'd,  as  the  handle  veers, 
And  varying  harfhnefs  grates  our  tortur'd  ears. 

If  it  be,   then,   ridiculous  to  feign 
Forces  which  a6l,  unconfcious  of  a  mean; 
If  it  be  idle,  and  abfurd  to  draw, 
From  powers  occult,  a  vague,  precarious  law  ; 
Own  that  the  force,  which  toward  the  centre  tends, 
On  the  prime  force  centrifugal  depends : 
Renounce  the  monftrous  fiftion  of  a  Void, 
But  for  defcrudion's  purpofes  employ'd  3 
In  which  no  motion  ever  could  exift, 
Nor  the  divided  Univerfe  fubfift. 
'The  caufe  of  Gravity  I  mean  to  fhew, 
When  feign'd  Atomick  Motion  I  o'erthrow. 
How  through  the  fubtile  .^ther  bodies  roll, 
And  penetrate  it's  mafs  without  controul. 
While  all  it's  parts  by  conftant  impulfe  move, 
When  of  the  Heav'ns  I  treat,   I  mean  to  prove  : 
There  too  I'll  teach  how  wandering  comets,   hurl'd 
From  diftant  fpheres,  approach  th'  affrighted  world. 


Contefl 
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Conteft  not,   Quintius,  this  undoubted  fad, 
Through  the  vaft  Univerfe  that  all's  compad. 
Turn  a  full  bottle  downward  in  your  hand, 
The  well-pois'd  liquor  will  fufpended  fland; 
Piefce~a«='ftaunch  hoglhead,   fiU'd  with  wine,   below, 
Unlefs  prefs'd  down  by  air,   'twill  never  flow. 
More  wonderous  yet :  when  fierce  conflifting  winds 
Seize  a  huge  cloud,  which  no  deliverance  finds, 
Fix'd  o'er  the  darken'd  furface  of  the  deep. 
Soon  from  beneath  it  all  the  air  they  fweep  : 
Inftant  behold  a  watery  column  rife, 
Through  the  void  fpace  afpiring  to  the  fkies; 
Borne  by  the  furious  whirlwind's  rapid  force, 
Th'  eredted  river  fhapes  it's  threatening  courfe ; 
The  helplefs  pilot  fees,   with  dire  difmay, 
O'erwhelming  ruin  mark  it's  wafteful  way : 
All's  loft — unlefs,   by  fome  fuccefsful  ftroke. 
The  moving  column's  mighty  mafs  be  broke; 
In  rufh  the  winds ;   their  piercing  blafts  divide 
The  gulph,   through  which  the  monftrous  lake's  fupplied ; 
With  hideous  crafh,   all  power  fuftaining  fled. 
The  pile  enormous  finks  in  Ocean's  bed. 

U  Your 
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Your  ftrongefl  efforts  never  can  comprefs 
A  llqnicl  body,   that  it  flioiild  be  lefs: 
Therefore  a  leaden  globe  with  water  fill, 
Then  ftrike  as  hard,  and  often,  as  you  will ; 
Th'  innoxious  hammer  either  will  rebound,  • 

With  fruitlefs  blows  incapable  to  wound  ; 
Or,  if  you  ftrike  ftill  harder,  through  the  pores, 
Of  the  firm  lead,  it's  way  the  juice  explores  ;- 
Perfpiring  flowly,  it  appears  to  view, 
On  the  globe's  furface,   like  a  gentle  dew  : 
Thus  every  defperate  means  it  rather  tries. 
Than  lofe,  condens'd,  a  portion  of  it's  fize. 
If  w^th  void  fpaces  ftor'd,   as  you  believe. 
Why  do  not  thofe  it's  parts  comprefs'd  receive  ? 
Their  different  figure,  probably  you'll  fay, 
Muft  ftill  prevent  their  ever  giving  way. 
Your  Vacuum,   then,   fo  artfully  difplay'd. 
Ne'er  can  contribute  aught  to  Motion's  aid  ; 
If  while  with  Matter  mix'd  it  idly  lies, 
Admittance  ev'n  to  Water  it  denies. 

Not  fo  the  particles  of  Air  ;   comprefs'd. 
They  crowd  within  the  Space  they  once  poffefs'd; 

2  Contrading 
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Contra(5ling  clofer  ftill,  in  flri6b  embrace, 

Each  to  it's  neighbour  yields  in  turn  it's  place ; 

Till  lefs  in  bulk,   though  more  in  number  grown, 

A  thoufand  occupy  the  room  of  one : 

Fond  of  the  freedom  they  enjoy'd  at  firft, 

By  Fire's  ftrong  aid  at  length  their  bars  they  burft. 

With  kindling  rage  all  obftacles  o'erbear, 

Whate'er  their  violence  meets  in  pieces  tear, 

Forcing  a  pafiage,  with  tremendous  found, 

Ruin  they  fpread,  and  defolation  round. 

So  from  her  burning  entrails  JEtna  pours 

Tartarean  clouds,  and  phlegethontick  fhow'rs  j 

Rocks  red  with  fury  from  her  centre  fly. 

Black  fmoke,  with  flame  commix'd,   inv^olves  the  fky  : 

The  yawning  caverns  of  her  womb  divide. 

And  fpout  hot  fulphur  from  each  opening  flde ; 

While  earth-born  lightning  thus  to  Heav'n  afpires, 

Wide  rage  the  plains,  ingulph'd  in  liquid  fires. 

The  caufe  of  this  great  difference  yoii  declare, 
Lefs  Vacuum  mix'd  with  water  than  with  air : 
But  'tis  th'  aethereal  matter,   which  we  find 
Much  lefs  with  water  than  with  air  combin'd; 

U  2  'Tis 
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'Tis  this  gives  life,  and  fpirit,   to  the  whole, 
Pervades  it's  pores,   and  forms  it's  very  foul. 
Thus,   'gainft  the  walls  of  yonder  hoftile  tow'r, 
Fire-breathing  engines  martial  thunders  pour ; 
Hurl  from  their  mouths  huge  ponderous  globes  afar. 
And  wage,   from  diflant  hills,   deftrudlive  war : 
Such  wonderous  ilrength  can  liquid  air  acquire! 
Such  is  the  force  of  powder  touch'd  by  fire ! 
Down  rufh  the  turrets,  mighty  bulwarks  fall, 
Ruin  abrupt  o'erwhelms  each  tottering  wall ; 
Deep  devaftation  fhakes  the  trembling  ground, 
And  Heav'n's  high  concave  echoes  back  the  found. 
But  if  with  air  fo  many  Voids  engage. 
Why  fliould  divifion  caufe  it  thus  to  rage  ? 
Why  not  the  particles  in  filcnce  glide, 
Through  pervious  intervals,   from  Void  to  Void  ? 
"Why  not  the  lightning,   unobflrudted,   fly. 
Scattering  vain  fmoke  throughout  the  empty  iky? 
But  ALL  IS  FULL  :   hcucc  comcs  th'  explofion's  force> 
Hence  works  the  flame  fuch  havock  in  it's  courfe. 
Air's  pliant  parts,  in  various  folds  entwin'd, 
With  rapid  hafte  the  fiery  powers  unbind : 
Th'  elaftick  particles,  with  inftant  fwell. 
All  neighbouring  bodies  from  their  fides  repell ; 
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Thefe  thrufl:  the  borderers  forward,  and  extend 
The  fudden  fhock  at  once  from  end  to  end  : 
'Tis   thus  one  fingle  effort  to  dilate 
Spreads  wide  commotion  through  th'  aerial  ftate. 

The  fupple  texture  of  th'  elaftick  air 
With  a  bent  bow  may  aptly,   tlien,    compare; 
Which,  when  the  ftring  relaxes,   backward  flies, 
And  fends  the  founding  arrow  to  the  fkies. 
For  the  ftrain'd  nerve  contrad:s  the  ftubborn  ends. 
And,  much  relud:ant,   toward  each  other  bends : 
The  convex  part  then  opens  all  it's  pores, 
Which  the  quick  cether  entering  foon  explores  > 
But  by  the  concave  fide,   with  nbres  clos'd, 
It's  pafTage  finds  invincibly  oppos'd. 
Thofe  fibres  prefling,  with  continued  ftrength, 
It  ftrives  t'unfold,  and  draw  them  out  at  length  t 
The  firing  prevents :   it's  tenfion  once  releafcy 
In  the  fame  moment  all  obfirudirions  ceafe. 
The  bow,    reliev'd,   it's  vigorous  arms  expands } 
The  twanging  nerve  the  feather'd  fhaft  commands^ 
Far  through  the  air  to  fpeed  it's  rapid  flight, 
And  mock  in  clouds  th'  aflonifli'd  gazer's  fight. 

3  The' 
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The  air-gun,  thus,  flivoots  filent  balls  on  high, 

And,  charg'd  with  wind,  makes  ponderous  metal  fly: 

As  many  clofe-wedg'd  particles  of  air. 

As  in  their  wombs  thofe  hollow  engines  bear, 

So  many  ftrong,  elaflick  bows  are  found. 

Bent  by  rude  force,   and  ready  to  rebound. 

Nor  is  the  dodrine  which  you  teach  more  true, 
Seeing  fomc  bodies  pervious  to  the  view. 
Others  of  texture  flexile,   foft,   and  free, 
Others  diflblv'd  in  loofe  fluidity, 
That  folid,   hard,   opaque  ones  they  furpafs. 
By  Voids  more  numerous  mingling  with  their  mafs. 
For,  were  it  thus,  to  you  as  things  appear, 
Whate'er  is  flexible,  whate'er  is  clear, 
Whate'er  is  liquid,  mufl:  have  far  lefs  weight. 
Than  what  with  crowded  Atoms  is  replete ; 
Which,  denfe,  deny  admittance  to  the  light. 
And  in  conflfl:ence  firm,   and  clofe,   unite. 
Yet  this  diftindlion,    confidently  mov'd, 
By  foft,  and  fluid  Mercury's  difprov'd : 
In  power  of  motion  it  with  water  vies. 
And  violent  heat,  like  water,  makes  it  rife  ; 

Reduc'd 
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Reduc'd  to  vapour,   it  pervades  the  pores, 

And  each  minuteft  particle  explores : 

This  only  difference  in  their  frame  appears, 

That  Mercury  wets  not,  nor,  when  touch'd,  adheres : 

Yet  does  this  fubtilc  mineral  far  outweigh 

Many  that  ftiff,   and  rigid  forms  difplay. 

Gold,'  as  in  weight,  in  hardnefs  fhould  exceed 

All  flones,   and  ores,   which  Earth's  rich  bowels  breed : 

Yet  well  thou  know'ft  how  fine  it  may  be  wrought. 

To  what  extent,  through  du6lile  foftnefs  brought. 

Ice  fwims :  and,  let  th'  experiment  be  tried, 

Each  metal's  lighter,  hard,   than  liquefied. 

Wax  floats  on  water  :   did  tranfparence  flow 

From  pervious  pores,  which  frequent  Voids  bellow. 

Borne  by  no  fluid,   but  abforb'd  in  all. 

Wax  then  mufl:  ever  to  the  bottom  fall. 

Nor  oil  opaque  could  ride  the  lucid  fl:ream. 

Nor  cork,  nor  pumice,   in  your  empty  fcheme. 

The  fparkling  diamond,   king  of  foflils,  born 

Where  kindlier  rays  the  halcyon  fkics  adorn  ; 

India's  bright  treafure,   Europe's  priz'd  reward, 

Could  not  be  both  diaphanous,    and  hard. 

For  clearnefs,  v/hich  from  many  vacuums  grew, 

Hardnefs  excludes,  the  confequence  of  few. 

Thofe 
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Thofe  bodies,  which  the  rays  of  light  admit, 
Seem  to  be  all  like  open  network  knit  j 
As  arbours  which  the  fkilful  gardener  weaves, 
With  twigs  entwin'd,  and  various  layers  of  leaves, 
If  foft,  with  fpider's  webs  they  may  compare, 
As  watery  ftreams,  or  blafts  of  liquid  air  : 
If  hard,   (as  cryftal,)  like  thofe  iron  grates, 
Which  oft  are-fix'd  upon  our  garden  gates, 
They  yield  fome  opens  pervious  to  the  view. 
And  ferve  for  fafety,   and  for  profpecft  too. 
In  part  the  light  pervades  each  narrow  track, 
Part,   by  the  bars  repuls'd,  is  driven  back  : 
Hence  do  thefe  grates,   for  fuch  I  call  them,  fliine, 
With  rays  refledled  from  each  ftubborn  line; 
While  every  chink  gives  paffage  to  the  light. 
And  leaves  free  entrance  for  your  curious  fight. 
Yet  through  the  whole  no  Void  you  can  explore. 
For  fubtile  aether  fills  up  every  pore. 
Hence,   if  your  ftedfaft  eyes  unmov'd  you  keep, 
Prone  o'er  the  level  margin  of  the  deep, 
The  waves,  pellucid,  all  their  flores  difclofe, 
The  fpangled  bottom  all  it's  treafures  fhews : 
Where  the  red  coral,    yet  unharden'd,  dwells, 
And  fliining  pearls  betray  their  precious  cells ; 
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Where  ores,  and  gems,   in  rich  profufion  lie, 
And  mock  the  ftarry  glories  of  the  fky. 
But  view  the  boundlefs  Ocean  from  the  ihorc, 
With  eyes  uprais'd,   the  bottom's  feen  no  more: 
A  brilliant  tra.6:  of  dazzling  light  extends, 
Wide  o'er  the  main,  where'er  your  vifion  bends ; 
Sol's  image  dancing  on  the  water  plays, 
The  trembling  waves  refledl  his  blunted  rays. 

A  heated  furnace  forces  glafs  to  flow, 
And  can  on  gold  fluidity  beftow : 
No  metal  e'er   fuch  rigid  parts  involves. 
But  what  the  power  of  glowing  heat  difiblves : 
No  Void  difluflve,  as  your  Master  feigns. 
It's  chafms  inflnuates  through  the  body's  veins  j 
But  'tis  another,   foreign,   body  mix'd, 
That  renders  all  the  particles  unfix'd ; 
Whofe  influence  keen,  through  every  pafl^age  felt, 
Burfl:s  the  clofe  chains,   com  pells  the  mafs  to  melt, 
Till  the  two  bodies,  all  diftinftion  gone, 
Form  a  pure  liquid,   blended  into  one. 
Fire  through  the  parts  fulphureous  rages  fierce. 
Through  native  falts  it's  pointed  arrows  pierce ; 

X  On 
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On  every  fide  the  flame  it's  power  difplays, 
And  interfedls  tiie  whole  a  thoiifand  ways. 
Nor  does  the  force  of  fire  alone  fufHcc, 
Invention  oft  affifling  powers  fupplies; 
Nitre,  and  alum,   both  in  aid  CrtQ  brings-, 
To  fearch  the  pores  of  iron  w4th  their  ftings  ; 
Then  urging  on  the  warm  affault  renew'd, 
The  yielding  metal  runs,,  at  length  fubdu'd. 
Diamonds,  whofe  hardnefs  bafil.es  fire,   and  fteel, 
May  yet,  compell'd,   th'  effect  of  R-fioff  feel ; 
Place  emeralds  by  them,  then  tlie  work  is  donej, 
With  burning  rays,  colle<£l:ed  from'  the  Sun. 

Befides,  when  bodies  rarify,   we  find 
Some  foreign  natter  with  their  mals  combin'd'  ^ 
The  bold  intruder  once  ejedred,  then 
Their  former  denfity  returns  again. 
Thus  Water  boils,  im|)reg.nated  with  fire. 
And  makes  perfoiKre  the  bubbling  air  retire; 
But  Hands  congeal'd,  wheii  ehilting  froHs  depi'i^^e 
Of  thofe  few  feeds,  that  kept  itV  parts  alive. 
This  wonderous  property  it's  fi-ame  involves;. 
A  ftated  iliare  of  felt  it  Mi'  diflblveSj 

3  Then, 
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Then,  as  if  fated,  to  the  bottom  all 
The  grains  fuperfiuous  lets,  untafted,  fall  : 
Yet  ne'er,   through  fuch  fatui-ity,    denies 
T'imbibe  the  various  tints  of  different  dyes. 
Again,  attaining  a  degree  of  heat. 
Certain,  and  fix'd,   'tis  then  with  fire  replete  : 
Though  the  fell  flame  burn  fiercer  than  before, 
The  glutted  liquor  can  receive  no  more. 
Experience,  therefore,   this  conclufion  claims. 
That  water's  pores  are  divers  in  their  frames  : 
But  ftill,  with  flrenuous  firmnefs,  I  deny, 
That  in  thofe  channels  empty  Space  can  lie  : 
With  Air's,   and  -Other's  particles  tliey  're  fiU'd, 
Which  to  new  bodies  do  not  always  yield. 
Water  we  fee  with  bulk  augmented  fwell, 
When  falts  diffolv'd  within  it's  body  dv/ell : 
Wood  foak'd  in  moifture,   amplifies  in  fize,- 
But  flirinks  again,   contraded,   when  it  dries  ; 
Nay,   foon  it's  frame  in  gaping  fifllires  cleaves. 
When  the  parch'd  pores  the  fattening  liquor  leaves. 
Ceafe  then,   ye  vain,  ye  idle  Sophifts,   ceafe, 
T'afiert  that  things  by  emptinefs  increafe  ! 

...      ■   -\  X  2  Now, 
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Now,  QuiNTius,  quickly  banifh  from  your  mind 
TJi'  unreal  Vacuum,  which  you  no  where  find ; 
That  trad:  immenfe  of  uncreated  Space, 
Sun,   ftars,  and  planets,  fabled  to  embrace  ; 
By  impious  Artifts  forg'd,  and  fpread  abroad, 
To  prove  fome  being,  uninform'd  by  God  ; 
That  from  His  great  Creation  might  be  hurl'd 
Extent  at  leaft,  the  cradle  of  the  world  : 
Renounce  the  petty  chafms,   they've  alfo  feign'd 
In  Body's  deep,    interior  clefts  contain'd  : 
Both  thefe  Impoilures  equally  defpife. 
As  dreams,  and  fiftions,   of  a  Sedl  unwife. 
Reflect  how  vainly  is  that  Art  employ'd, 
Which  founds  a  ftately  fabrick  on  a  Void  : 
Confefs  the  fair  refult  of  fober  thought, 
Who  builds  on  Vacuum,  merely  builds  on  Nought. 
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BOOK       III. 


A  P  P  Y  the  Man!  who  ftudying  Nature's  Irtws, 
MouQts  by  gradation  from  effect  to  caufe ; 


Soaring  aloft,   who  leaves  dull  Senfe  behind, 

"While  Trutli's  warm  beams  expand  th'  illumin'd  mind; 

Led  by  no  light,   but  Reafon's  friendly  ray, 

Whofe  daring  genius  tempts  th'  untrodden  way, 

Firmly  fuftain'd  by  native  mental  force, 

Purfues  Creation  to  it's  highefl:  foUrce^ 

Undaunted  ranges  Being's  farthefl  fhoreSy 

Ami  Nature's  deepefl  caverns  all  explores^ 
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Him,  not  the  vain,  precarious  fmile  of  Kings, 

Nor  tranfient  blifs  that  brittle  pleafure  brings, 

Nor  fickle  Fortune's  favour,   can  incline 

To  deviate  once  from  Truth's  unerring  line. 

His  generous  mind,   difdaining  flothful  eafe. 

Spurns  at  thofe  joys  that  barren  Ignorance  pkafe  : 

'Tis  not  enough  for  him,  fupinely  laid. 

Beneath  the  foliage  of  fome  grateful  fhade, 

To  fee  bright  ftreams  with  trembling  radiance  glow. 

And  hear  their  waters  murmur  as  they  flow. 

Trace  them  as,   fwelling,   o'er  the  plain  they  fpread. 

And  wondering  view  the  flowers  that  crown  their  bed  ^ 

No :   toward  the  fruitful  fpring  he  turns  his  eyes. 

And  feeks  the  fource  whence  all  their  riches  rife ; 

Hope  lends  him  ftrength;   clear  Reafon's  beams  difplay, 

While  to  the  fount  he  bends,  perpetual  day  ; 

Nor  does  liis  third  of  knowledge  ceafe  to  burn, 

Till  quench'd  by  draughts  from  Nature's  copious  urn. 

Why  fliould  we,  therefore,  indolent,  admire 
External  fplendour,   and  fuperb  attire  ? 
Why  fhould  we  make  mere  forms  of  things  our  theme, 
And  fport  upon  the  furface  of  the  ftream  ? 

Why 
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Why  not,  my  Quintius,  rather  dive  below, 
And  fearch  for  gems  beneath  the  current's  flow  ? 
Why  not,  induflrious,  dig  the  golden  mine, 
Where  deep  lie  buried  treafures  all  divine  ? 
Why  not  the  temple's  fandluary  explore, 
And  Nature's  Author  worfliip,   and  adore? 
Noble  the  tafk  our  mental  powers  to  bend 
To  that  firft  caufe,  whence  all  begin,  and  end ! 
To  trace  that  felf-born  principle,  whence  fprings 
The  grand,  primaeval  origin  of  things  ! 
Let  fenfual  trifles  fatiate  vulgar  eyes ; 
Be  this  the  objedl  of  the  good,   and  wife. 
O !  may  the  Mufe  fecure  immortal  fame, 
For  great  Pythagoras,  and  for  Plato's  name  I 
Illuftrious  fouls!   with  generous  ardour  fir'd. 
Who  firft  to  knowledge  of  themfelves  afpir'd ; 
^  Then  dar'd  th'  unchang'd  Omnipotence  difclofe, 
Whence  they  themfelves,  whence  Earth,  and  Heav'n  arofe  I 
No  narroAV  preference  for  their  native  foil 
Reftrains  thefe  heroes  in  their  praifeful  toil ; 
To  JEgy?t's  coafts,  and  Syria's  fhores  they  fteer, 
Where  the  bright  ftar  of  fcience  flione  more  clear, 
Where,  firft  eftablifli'd,  learning's  hallow'd  feat 
Sent  forth  her  children,  virtuous,  wife,  and  great  j 

Y  There 
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There  when,  coufulting  every  reverend  fage, 
And  ftudying  anticnt  lore  through  every  page, 
i<o  town  unfcen,   no  monument  unknown. 
They  'ad  made  the  wealth  of  ages  pad  their  own, 
Gladly  revifiting  their  native  clim.es, 
Fraught  vvitli  tlie  knowledge  of  primeval  times, 
No  fparkling  gems,   no  gold,   nor  purple  fleece. 
They  boaft  the  glory  to  import  to  Greece  ; 
But  precious  truths,  a  nobler  commerce  !   brought, 
Enrich'd  their  country  with  new  (lores  of  thought. 

Such  are  the  plealmg  hopes,   that  urge  my  care, 
Thy  faultering  fleps  through  Nature's  wilds  to  bear  ; 
To  carry  Reafon's  flaming  torch  before. 
And  each  unfathom'd,   dark  recefs  explore. 
Tedious  indeed,  and  rugged,   is  the  way. 
To  human  fteps  the  tracklefs  hills  difplay  ; 
Abrupt  the  rocks,  with  thorns  the  fhrubs  are  crowned. 
And  hideous  chafms  deform  the  gaping  ground : 
Yet  droop  not,   Quintius,  while  the  Mufe  fhall  ftrive, 
With  foothing  charms  to  keep  thy  foul  alive; 
So  fhall  the  paths  of  knowledge,  rough,  and  long, 
Be  fmooth'd,  and  fhorten'd,  by  the  power  of  fong. 


1! 
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The  bird  of  mufick,  thus,  in  daikfome  grove, 

Chears  the  dear  objed:  of  his  happy  love: 

While  fhe  colledis  beneath  her  foftering  wings 

Their  callow  young,  melodioufly  he  fings, 

Now  fondly  perch'd  upon  fome  neighbouring  bough, 

On  fupple  pinion  wheeling  round  her  now, 

All  the  long  night  the  pleafing  tafk  purfues, 

The  pleafing  tafk  each  welcome  morn  renews ; 

While  the  deep  foreft,  from  it's  fartheft  bounds, 

Echoing  the  voice  of  Harmony  refounds  : 

The  tender,   foft  companion  of  his  joys, 

To  note  the  numbers,  all  her  povi^ers  employs  ; 

And,  charm'd  to  hear  them  fwell  th'  enchanted  air, 

Forgets  the  tedious  irkfomenefs  of  care. 

The  Void  o'erthrown,  one  bafis  ftill  remains, 
Atoms  to  combat  now  demands  our  pains ; 
Soon  (hall  we  fee  if  thefe  more  firmly  ftand. 
To  prop  the  dome  that  impious  fraud  has  plann'd : 
I  fcarcecan  think  it;  fince  their  hardy  Sire 
Fights  with  the  creatures  of  his  own  defire  ; 
And  drunk  with  error,  by  himfelf  explor'd. 
Falls  on  the  point  of  his  inverted  fword. 

Y  2  Seeds 
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Seeds  are,  according  to  his  firft  pretence, 
Unnumbered,    floating  in  a  Void  immenfe  : 
Building  on  this  eftabhfhn:ient,   he  tries 
To  hurl  th'  eternal  Godhead  from  the  fkies ; 
And  fp reads  abroad,   to  occupy  his  place. 
Eternal  Matter,  and  eternal  Space: 
Now,  if  thefe  Atoms  of  themfelves  exift. 
And  flill  unchang'd  from  age  to  age  fubfifl:, 
Wiio  can  pretend  their  numbers  to  explore, 
To  fay  they  are  fo  many,   and  no  more  ? 
Befldes,  if  cafual  concourfe  muft  beftow 
Firm  Union's  bands,  whence  only  bodies  growj 
And  Matter  form'd  can  fpring  to  light  alone 
From  numerous  Atoms  crowded  into  one, 
Were  they  not  fcatter'd  infinitely  wide, 
And  Seeds  unnumber'd  for  the  dance  fupplied, 
Rarely  could  hazard,   then,  their  forms  unite^ 
Seldom,  if  e'er,  would  bodies  fpring  to  light. 
Nay  rather,  wandering  in  fo  vaft  a  Void, 
Whofe  trads  immenfe  would  then  be  unemploy'd, 
Muft  Nature's  elements  difperfe  in  hafte. 
And  ramble  blindly  through  the  dreary  wafte  ; 
Nor  could  there,  then,  exift  a  fovereign  force, 
Able  to  check  them  in  their  devious  courfe. 


Thus 
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Thus  an  immenfity  of  Space  requires 

Unnumber'd  Seeds,  to  anfwer  it's  dcfires. 

Yet  was  it  not  judg'd  right  that,   clofe  comprefs'd, 

Thefe  feeds  fhould  llumber  in  eternal  reft  ; 

For,  if  together  crowded,  and  compad:, 

No  moving  power  could  then  find  room  to  ad: ; 

All  muft  their  fix'd  pofition  ever  keep, 

And  hold  the  world's  rude  embryo  plung'd  in  ileep. 

Hence  was  he  forc'd,   by  mere  neceffity. 

Atoms  to  feign  both  infinite,  and  free  ; 

Not  from  the  firft  in  bands  of  union  join'd, 

But  loofe,  and  fince  by  cafual  ties  combin'd  ;  ^^ 

To  Motion  urg'd  by  Gravity — a  force. 

Which  feem'd  to  him  moft  natural  for  their  courfe. 

Syftem,   I  own,   ingenious,  but  unfound  ;. 
One  fliock  from  Reafon  fells  it  to  the  ground. 
As  when  theatrick  fcenes  delude  your  eyes, 
And  in  perfpedive  various  profpeds  rife  ; 
BrilHant,  though  falfe,  the  fplendid  fhew  's  believ'dj 
In  Pleafure's  lap  'tis  joy  to  be  deceiv'd : 
Now  beateous  rows  of  golden  ftatues  fliine, 
And,  niche  by  niche,    prolong  the  dazzling  line. 

Where 
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Where  Rome's  fi6litioiis  deities  difplay'd 

Adorn  the  fpacious  marble  colonnade  ; 

Now,   proud  triumphal  arches  rear'd   on  high, 

Or  lofty  towers,   afTail  the  wounded  fky  : 

Now,  numerous  fleets  in  harbour  fpread  their  fails, 

And  wait  the  wafting  of  propitious  gales, 

While  you  may  trace  the  winding  fliores  afar, 

And  boiflerous  billows,  with  themfelves  at  war; 

Now  o'er  black  mountains  nod  th'  impending  fhades, 

Whence  your  keen  eye  ftern  Pluto's  realms  pervades, 

Through  all  the  dark  Tartarean  regions  roves, 

And,  raptur'd,  views  the  blefs'd  Elyiian  groves  : 

But  fearch  this  fpecious  theatre  behind. 

There  nought  but  canvafs  coarfely  daub'd  you  find  j 

Loft  are  the  charms  of  each  delightful  fcene, 

The  fpring  once  fnapp'd  deftroys  the  whole  machine. 

Thus  are  the  do6trines  of  your  Sage  deftroy'd, 

Infpedled  clofe  they  vanifh  into  Void  : 

Clearly  convinc'd  ev'n  thou  thyfelf  fhalt  own, 

His  Atoms  could  not  of  themfelves  have  grown, 

Subjeft  to  number,   and  divifion  lie, 

And,  if  at  all,  were  furely  born  to  die; 

Thou'lt  own  they  move  not  by  fpontaneous  flight, 

Nor  could  fuch  movement  caufe  them  to  unite. 


Now 
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Now  to  yonr  mind  that  argument  recall, 

Which  on  the  fcore  of  Vacuum  I  let  fall; 

That  nothing  can  hy  it's  own  power  cxifi, 

If  of  perfe6lions  it  does  not  confifl: 

Where  we  can  fpy  the  mofi:  minute  dcfeft, 

Inftant  th'  imperfed  creature  we  detect; 

'Tis  clear  at  once  that  fome  fuperior  caufe 

Firfl  gave  it  being,   and  now  gives  it  laws. 

What  from  another  elTence  ne'er  did  rife, 

Can  feel  no  limits,   can  endure  no  tics: 

And  why  fhould  that,   Vv'hich,   independent,  owes 

Self  but  to  felf,   and  no  Creator  knows, 

Not  amply  every  excellence  poffefs. 

Which  in  created  beings  you  confefs  ? 

Your  idle  Gods,   by  Epicurus  driv'n. 

To  fome  obfcure,  and  intermundane  Heav'n, 

There  from  folicitude  completely  freed, 

A  lazy,   dull,   inert,   inglorious  breed 

Your  idle  Gods,  from  cafual  Atoms  fprung, 

As  by  your  favourite  Roman  Bard  is  fung. 

To  Chance,  like  other  bodies,  owe  their  frame, 

Nor  can  felf-power,   nor  felf-exiftence  claim : 

Yet  thefe  eternal  exiles  ftill  employ 

Their  endlefs  days  in  peace,  and  flothful  joy. 

And 
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And  muft  an  Atom  all  enjoyment  mifs  ? 

A  felf-fprung  Atom  never  tafte  of  blifs  ? 

In  men,  through  flrength  of  body,  and  of  mind, 

Various  accompliiKments,  and  powers  we  find: 

That  man  exifts  not  of  himfelf  you  own  ; 

But  Atoms  do :   Why  are  their  powers  then  none  ? 

From  founts  impure  thy  ftream  of  fcience  fprings, 

111  art  thou  taught  the  natural  ftate  of  things. 

Whatever  fubftance  felf-produc'd  we  fee, 

Being,   becaufe  it  of  itfelf  muft  be, 

Becaufe  it  cannot  ever  not  exift. 

But  muft  to  all  eternity  fubfift, 

That  ftable  fubftance,  call  it  how  you  will, 

Effence,  and  power  abundantly  muft  fill ; 

Nothing  defective  can  it's  force  controul, 

Within  it's  grafp  it  muft  involve  the  whole. 

Lo  !  by  thine  own  hypothefis  betray'd, 

Ev'n  for  thyfelf  a  deity  thou  'aft  made. 

Thy  God's  an  Atom  :   Form'd  without  a  caufe, 

They're  free,  thou  faift,  from  Number's  fliackling  la\ 

But  if  no  author's  plaftick  hand  they  know, 

Why  not  ftill  more  infinities  beftow  ? 

Why  are  they  not  (by  Number  unconfin'd) 

Immenfe  in  ftrength,  of  body,  and  of  mind  ? 

3  Why 
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Why  are  they  not  all  Gods  ? — Of  fuch  a  name 
An  Atom,  owing  to  itfelt  it's  Irame, 
Is  worthier  far  than  Gods  precarious,  fpriiiig 
From  wandering  feeds,   by  Chance  together  flung. 
Yet  this  fo  vaunted  Atom,  art  thou  taught 
T'acknowledge  impotent,  and  void  of  thought ; 
While  on  his  cafual  Gods  thy  Master  pours 
Reafon,  and  blifs,   in  beatifiek  fliow'rs : 
The  thrifty  prodigal  denies  t'advance 
Firm  Subftance  aught,  yet  yields  up  all  to  Chance; 
Such  are  the  fruits  prolifick  Error  brings ! 
From  teeming  Fraud  fuch  contradidion  fprings ! 

At  length,   my  Friend,  your  eafy  credit,  lent 
To  a  faife  Sophist's  blandifhments,  repent : 
Blufh  to  have  paid  at  fuch  a  paltry  fhrine 
Thofe  honours  due  to  eflences  divine. 
The  duft,   fo  lightly  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plains. 
Dull,  fenfelefs  Matter's  poor,   minuteft  grains. 

Blind  Hazard's  fport fay,  how  couldft  thou  fuppofe 

Self-form'd  exiftence  in  fuch  things  as  thofe  ? 
Whate'er  exifls  by  it's  own  proper  force, 
With  it's  idea  being's  link'd  of  courfe  ; 

Z  We 
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We  can't  (o  much  as  feign  it  not  to  be 

Thus  'tis  exiftent  through  neccflity. 

It  is  not  fo  with  Atoms :   firft  take  one. 

Part  of  my  body,  and  fuppofe  it  gone  ; 

As,   torn  from  me,  it's  being  will  furvive, 
So,  robb'd  of  it,  yet  I  am  ftill  aliv^e. 
It  might  for  ever  have  purfued  it's  way, 
Loft  in  the  Void  ;   it  ftill  for  ever  may. 
Ufelefs,   'tis  therefore  granted,   to  the  world  ; 
Suppofe  it  now  to  non-exiftence  hurl'd, 
Is  by  it's  lofs  the  univerfe  opprefs'd  ? 
Does  one  deftroy'd  annihilate  the  reft  ? 
You  own  it  does  not :    Fairly  then  allow 
This  Atom  not  quite  neceffary  now  ; 
And  if  extinguifli'd,  to  fupply  it's  place 
Amply  fufficient  your  unmeafur'd  Space. 
A  fmgle  Atom  may  be,   then,  deftroy'd. 
Yet  the  whole  Syftem  never  once  annoy 'd. 
If  one  I  may  expunge,  fay,   why  not  more? 
Why  not  a  pair,  a  dozen,   or  a  fcore  ? 
Thus  by  degrees  from  being  they  may  fall, 
Till  in  the  end  one  fate  involve  them  all. 
For  all  together  have  no  more  pretence 
To  aught  fupreme,  in  power,  or  excellence. 


I 


In 
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In  points  eflential,  than  the  fmallcft  feed, 
From  every  bond  of  folid  union  freed. 
Self-being  clearly,  thus,  denied  to  one, 
Is  clearly  prov'd  the  attribute  of  none. 

The  Man,  befides,  a  boundlefs  Void  who  feigns, 
Form'd  of  itfelf,  and  which  for  ever  reigns, 
Needs  not  a  thought  on  Atoms  to  beftow, 
A  fubflance  firm  effentially  to  know  : 
For  one  vaft  eflence  he  prefumes  to  be 
From  every  kind  of  matter  wholely  free. 
Far,  then,  from  proving  Matter's  mighty  mafs, 
By  it's  own  force,  with  elTences  to  clafs. 
He  plainly  owns  it  might  perchance  befall, 
That  Matter  never  fiiould  exift  at  all ; 
And  that  his  Atoms,   through  the  Vacuum  hurl'd, 
Are  adventitious,  merely,    to  the  world. 
How  can  the  baffled  Sophist  then  pretend 
Matter  through  Space  unmeafur'd  to  extend  ? 
In  this  his  vain  prefumption  gains  no  more, 
Than  for  felf-effence  it  had  gain'd  before  : 
This  thou  fhalt  know  by  cogent  proof  'ere  long, 
Spite  of  the  fweet  Lucretian  Siren's  fong. 

Z  2  Atoms 
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Atoms  uniiumbcr'd  you  would  fain  fuppofe, 
Yet  fpread  your  Vacuum  wider  fiill  than  thofe. 
What  Artift's  hand  could  ever  frrive  to  frame. 
A  work  fo  poor  ?   an  infinite  fo  lame  ? 
How  can  th'  imagined  being  e'er  prevail, 
If  in  th'  ellential  attribute  it  fail  r 
Can  infinite  than  infinite  be  lefs  ? 
Is  not  that  finite  which  admits  increafe  ? 
Mufi:  not  the  greater,  which  the  lefs  furroundsj 
Still  prove  it's  limits?  ever  mark  it's  bounds  ? 
Matter  can  ne'er  be  equal  to  the  Void, 
Leaving  a  vacant  portion  unemploy'd, 
Floating  without  reftraint  from  place  to  place, 
And  circling  frequent  chafms  of  empty  Space. 
Where'er  a  fpot  vacuitous  is  found. 
There  you  muft  own  that  Matter  feels  a  bound' ; 
That  'twould  be  greater,  were  it  fwell'd  in  fize. 
To  fill  what  Space  the  Void  now  occupies. 
Were  I,  fuppofe,   abfurdly  to  pretend 
That  mighty  Ocean's  waters  know  no  end ; 
The  monftrous  error  you  would  foon  explore. 
And  prove  their  bounds,   by  pointing  to  the  fhore. 
Thus  your  conviftion  I  can  ftill  infure. 
By  fhewing  Space  confefs'd  from  Body  pure. 


Obferve 
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Obfcrve  how  thefe  twin  brothers,  fons  of  Sloth, 
By  mutual  jars  obftrudl  each  other's  growth ; 
Each  in  his  turn  impatient  of  controul, 
Fights  for  a  part,  and  mutilates  the  whole. 
Empire  'twixt  infinites  you  can't  divide, 
Then  for  the  llngle  reign  of  one  decide  : 
But  have  a  care;   for  once  let  Matter  fall. 
Annihilation,  inftant,   fwallows  all ; 
Your  Void  to  baniih.  fhould  you  befl:  approve, 
Matter,  on  all  iides  prefs'd,  could  never  move. 


^7S 
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May  not  two  lines,"  you'll  here  objed,   **  be  drawn^ 
"   And  to  infinity  produc'd,   though  one 
"  Deep  in  the  folid  centre  takes  it's  birth, 
"  T'other  but  on  the  furface  of  the  earth? 
"  Then,  though  they're  both  alike  without  an  endj. 
*'  Yet  fure  they  do  not  equally  extend." 
O  !   flimfy  fophifm  !   Dofl:  thou  not  aflign 
Two  feveral  parts,  diftindt,   to  either  line  ? 
Are  they  not,  where  unmeafur'd,  equal  quite  ? 
And,  where  unequal,  are  they  not  finite  ? 
Are  not  the  points,  whence  firfl  they  take  their  rife, 
Fix'd,  ftable  bars,  refpedtive,  to  their  fize  ? 

Your 
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Your  Matter  no  where  wants  it's  certain  bounds, 
Pluncr'd  in  a  Void,  which  every  part  furrounds. 

The  Author,  then,  of  this  fam'd  dodirine  nods, 
In  fors-ino;  tenets  with  themfelves  at  odds : 

DO 

Vaunting  his  Atoms  free  from  Number's  rule, 

CD  ' 

Though  more  might  join  them,   nor  the  Void  be  full. 

Say,  will  ten  thoufand,   added  to  the  ftore, 

So  fill  the  Void  that  it  can  hold  no  more  ? 

Could  it  be  fiU'd  by  thoufands,   ten  times  ten, 

It  ne'er  could  boaft  immenfe  extent  again  : 

Millions  on  new-rais'd  millions  may  be  pil'd, 

Yet  ne'er  the  Void's  immenfity  beguil'd. 

This  Globe  of  earth,  and  water,  'tis  confefs'd, 

May  grow  much  denfer,  more  compactly  prefs'd  ; 

With  eafe  you'll  alfo  grant  me,  that  the  Air, 

If  prefs'd  on  all  fides,   may  become  lefs  rare  ; 

And  Matter  may  fucceed  to  every  place, 

New  folely  occupied  by  vacant  Space  : 

In  every  pore  may  Fluid  be  inftill'd. 

For  nought  can  hinder  Vacuum  to  be  fill'd. 

So  on  the  whole  you'll  own  that  Matter's  mafs 

May  by  new  feeds  it's  prefent  bulk  furpafs. 


Ceafe 
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Ceafe  tlieii  th'  incongruous  thefis  to  defend ; 
Wliate'er  admits  an  augment  knows  an  end. 

As  Matter  may,  the  world  unhurt,  increafe, 
So  may  it  alfo  dwindle  into  lefs  : 
Whene'er  a  Ipot  from  body's  weight  is  freed, 
The  Void  is  always  ready  to  fucceed ; 
And  as  it's  room  th'  intruUve  mafs  fupplies, 
So  Vacuum  reigns  when  folid  Matter  ilies. 
Now,  therefore,  one  fmall  atom  (for  you  may) 
From  the  whole  mafs  of  Matter  fnatch  away  : 
Behold,   already  that  enormous  fum. 
You  call'd  immenfe,  diminifh'd  is  become  : 
But  you  may  fnatch  an  hundred  if  you  will, 
And  then  the  mafs  is  more  diminiili'd  ftill. 
Shall  Number,  thus,  infinities  enthrall  ? 
Does  that  want  meafure,  which  can  rife,  and  fall  ? 
Proceed,  vain  Poet  !   Reafoner  falfe  in  rhime  I 
And  meafure  vaft  eternity  by  time. 
O !   Friends !  your  laughter  can  you  now  contain  ? 
I  blufh  t'expofe  abfurdity  fo  plain. 
Addition  ne'er  can  infinite  increafe, 
Nor  can  Subftradion  ever  make  it  lefs. 

Befides^, 
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Befides,  the  laws  which  rule  your  atoms,   teach 
That  fettled  limits  are  prefcrib'd  to  each  : 
[oin  then  together  all  your  boafted  ftore, 
Add  to  th'  imagin'd  heap  as  many  more, 
Their  number  never  can  fo  far  extend. 
As  not  t'acknowledge  fome  determin'd  end. 
All  number  takes  from  unity  it's  flight, 
It's  progrefs,  therefore,  muft  be  ftill  finite. 
All  things,  which  fubjed  to  divifion  lie. 
Springing  from  nothing  muft  in  nothing  die  : 
Nought  (the  extreme  of  mortal  things)  furround  s, 
And  at  each  end  the  clos'd  afiemblage  bounds ; 
Let  Fortune  e'er  fo  long  keep  up  the  ball, 
What  rofe  from  nothing  muft  to  nothing  fall. 
Wherefore  'tis  rank  abfurdity  to  fay, 
That  parts  finite  aught  infinite  difplay  ; 
Or  that  at  any  number  you  mufl  ceafe 
To  reckon  more,   nor  hope  to  find  increafe. 
For,  if  you  make  addition  to  the  fum, 
Th'  addition  will  it's  boundary  become  ; 
Or,  if  to  add  ev'n  one  exceeds  your  force ; 
Kxhaufted  number  then  has  run  it's  courfe  ; 
There  fails  the  boafted  firmnefs  of  it's  pow'r, 
Endiefs,  and  ending,  in  the  felf-fame  hour  ! 


Such 
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Such  powers  with  fcorn  revolting  rcafon  fees, 
Difdaining  barbarous  foloecifms  like  tliefe. 
What  Number  has  of  Number  can't  be  quit, 
Extenfion,  always,  Meafure  muft  admit. 

But  if,  in  common  language,   we  pretend 
That  fwelling  Number  never  knows  an  end, 
Becaufe  the  fum,  though  e'er  fo  mighty  grown, 
May  ftill  grow  mightier  by  th'  increafe  of  one  ; 
Obferve  that  Number,  as  I  prov'd  before. 
Is  but  a  fhadowy  phantafm,  nothing  more. 
Which  owes  it's  being  merely  to  the  brain, 
And  holds  from  Fancy  it's  precarious  reign. 
The  very  power,  on  which  you  fo  rely. 
To  prove  your  dodlrine  of  infinity — 
The  power  of  always  adding  mite  to  mite, 
O'er  every  fum,  proves  every  fum  finite. 
Since,   in  conclufion,  it  is  clearly  found. 
That  every  thing  that's  number'd  knows  a  bound ; 
And  that  all  parts,  whofe  union  forms  a  whole. 
By  Number's  laws  are  fubjedt  to  controul  ; 
Hence  does  it  follow,  that  whate'er  you  find. 
Built  by  the  ftrength  of  many  parts  combin'd, 

A  a  In 
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In  clofe  connedixinj  can  on  no  pretence 
Be  conftrued  infinite,   or  ftil'd  immenfe  : 
Therefore  that  Matter's  whole  united  mafs, 
Whofe  feveral  feeds  divilion's  power  can  clafs 
Under  their  heads  diftind:,  fome  limit  knows,, 
Beyond  whofe  line  it's  meafure  never  goes : 
That  what  is  infinite  is  fimply  one,^ 
To  diminution,  or  increafe  unknown  ; 
Becaufe  no  parts  it's  fervile  Rate  confefs. 
Bending  to  Number's  yoke  of  more  and  lefs= 

Matter,  extended  in  whatever  fite,- 
MuiL  be  immenfe,   or  can't  be  infinite  : 
But  Matter  not  immenfe  yourfelf  confefs'd), 
When  you  defcrib'd  it  varioufly  imprefs'd,. 
With  divers  figures,  and  in  many  a  clafs 
Difpos'd  the  feeds  that  form'd  the  mighty  mafs. 
This,   QuiNTius,  your  own  principles  fhall  prove:. 
Lo  !  how  your  guards  in  arms  againft  you  move  ! 
Who  fancies  Space  immenfe,   as  you  have  taught. 
May  call  the  feeds  immenfe,   with  which  'tis  fraught  ;. 
As  that  eternal  we  may  fairly  call, 
Which,  with  all  times  compar'd,  fubfifts  in  all. 


But 
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But  then  thofe  feeds  muft  fill  the  fmallcft  pores ; 

For,   if  the  mind  one  vacant  fpot  explores, 

Nipp'd  in  the  bud  your  fuppofition  fails, 

No  more  the  maim'd  immenfity  prevails. 

You,  and  the  Bard  your  Teacher,  have  agreed 

With  various  forms  to  ftamp  material  feed. 

The  whole  in  feparate  claffes  to  divide, 

With  which  the  yawning  Vacuum  is  fupplied  ; 

Are  all  immenfe  ?    Then  chufe  which  clafs  you  will, 

All  vacant  Space  that  one  muft  fingly  fill  : 

For,  if  one  fpot  unfraught  with  it  be  found. 

That  vacuous  fpot  becomes  it's  certain  bound. 

Say,  do  the  crowding  cubes,  in  every  place, 

Ufurp  unbounded  empire  over  Space  ? 

Moft  furely  not :  Where  then  could  ftand  the  fpheres  ? 

The  fpires,  triangles,  pentagons,  and  fquares  ? 

Say,  do  the  cones,   with  power  above  controul, 

Affert  fupreme  dominion  o'er  the  whole  ? 

Where  muft  the  banifh'd  pyramids  then  fly  ? 

Where  for  a  feat  the  cylinders  apply  ? 

Beyond  the  utmoft  limits  of  your  Void 

They  feek  for  fhelter,  or  they  are  deftroy'd. 

No  Species  then,  convided  you  muft  own, 

Your  boundlefs  Space  can  occupy  alone : 

A  a  2  No 
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No  Species  then  can  form  the  leaPc  pretence 

To  claim  infinitude,  for  none's  immenfe  : 

Each  for  it's  neighbour  marks  the  bounding  Hne, 

To  forge  their  mutual  fetters  all  combine. 

But  all  things,  lock'd  within  a  certain  fite, 

In  number  are,  by  confequence,   finite ; 

Therefore  found  fenfe  with  hardinefs  denies 

That  feeds  innumerous  every  form  fupplies. 

The  different  forms  your  fruitful  atoms  wear, 

To  Number's  rule  obnoxious  you  declare ; 

Then  mud  each  clafs,  to  which  each  form  gives  name. 

Yield  an  entire  fubmillion  to  the  fame  : 

Hence  we  conclude  that  Matter's  ample  mals 

Feels  certain  limits,  which  it  cannot  pafs ; 

For  noticing  infinite  can  ever  grow, 

Compos'd  of  parts  which  fettled  boundaries  know. 

But  fi.nce  v/hatever  (liare  of  Space  you  feign, 

Void,  and  uncharg'd  with  body  to  remain, 

Preferves  Infinity  as  largely  ftill,  ^ 

As  what  with  Matter  you  completely  fill:  *-  •> 

Your  Vacuum's  fum  can  never  be  replete, 

Unlefs  new  Matter  endlefs  you  create. 

The  puny  portion,    now  you've  fcatter'd  there, 

Alas !  how  fmall  !  what  ample  room  to  fpare  i 

Thofe 
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Thofe  fpacious  refervoirs  the  Germans  build, 
Sacred  to  Bacchus,   may  as  foon  be  fill'd, 
By  pouring  in  a  iingle  flafk  of  wine, 
As  with  all  Matter's  mafs  this  Void  of  thine. 

And,  if  in  number  infinite,   fay,  why 
All  the  vague  feeds,  through  boundlefs  Space  that  fly, 
Are  but  diflinguilh'd,  in  their  rapid  flight, 
By  figures,  which  in  number  are  finite  ? 
Methinks   I  fee  what  ftrong,  compulfive  caufe 
Urg'd  you  to  frame  fuch  inconfiftent  laws. 
'Twas  this :   by  obfervation's  eyes  you  found 
Nature  confin'd,  and  Being  firmly  bound, 
Atoms,  you  faw,   in  wild  confufion  hurl'd, 
Produc'd  not  endlefs  fpecies  through  the  world  ; 
But  every  kind  rofe  obvious  to  your  view, 
Clearly  difl:indl ;  no  form  was  ever  new  : 
Then  you  perceiv'd  fome  ruling  power  had  force 
To  curb  the  wandering  Atoms  in  their  courfe, 
Their  madly  proud  luxuriance  to  reftrain, 
And  lead  them  link'd  in  Reafon's  golden  chain. 
This  thou  wouldft  not  acknowledge :  'twas  a  Mind  : 
But  in  thy  Syftem  every  power  is  blind  j 

No 
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No  tliinking  pilot  Nature's  vefTel  ftecrs, 

I^iit  the  tofs'd  bark  with  every  current  veers. 

Rather  than  crown  Intelligence,   you  chofe 

Atomick  power,   rebellious,    to  oppofe, 

Your  feeds,  though  flil'd  unniimber'd,   to  compell 

Within  the  pale  of  certain  forms  to  dwell ; 

Array'd  in  uniform  each  fquadron  flands. 

Without  a  leader  to  conduct  the  bands. 

Thus  curious  querifts  you  could  anfwer,  why 

No  new  produdion  fprings  beneath  the  Iky  ? 

Why  is  the  elephant  the  largeft  beafl  ? 

And  why  of  birds  the  humming-bird  the  leaft  ? 

Why  do  not  hundred-handed  giants  rife  ? 

Or  fons  of  Argus,  fpangled  o'er  with  eyes  ? 

Why  are  the  fatyrs  mention'd  now  no  more  ? 

Or  centaurs,  beafts  behind,  and  men  before  ? 

Why  are  the  laws  of  propagation  fix'd  ? 

No  hideous  Shapes,  no  new-born  monfters   mix'd  ? 

But  ftill,  where  Love's  prolifick  fervour  glows, 

The  child  an  image  of  his  parent  grows  ? 

All  thefe  objedled  inflances  to  folve, 

A  wonderous  fcheme  your  labouring  thoughts  revolve — 

Unnumber'd  feeds  to  every  clafs  conlign'd, 

While  Number's  laws  the  varying  claffes  bind. 

5  O! 
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O  !  poor  evafion  !   If  your  Atoms  fpring 
But  from  themfelves,  nor  own  a  fovereign  king , 
Tell  me,  what  virtue,   what  fuperior  caufc, 
Could  e'er  pretend  to  give  fuch  beings  laws  ? 
What  power  fupreme  in  narrow  files  has  rang'd 
Seeds,   which  you  boaft  unbounded,  and  unchanged  ? 
Give  fome  fubftantial  reafon,   if  you  can. 
Or  own  that  Fidion  form'd  your  bafelefs  plan.. 
The  found  Philofopher,  by  Nature  led, 
In  gradual  progress  feeks  the  fountain  head  : 
There  from  her  pure,   and  plenteous  urn  imbibes 
Chafte,  genuine  maxims,  fuch  as  fhe  prefcribes^ 
But  you  firft  frame  your  principles  below,. 
Then  in  their  channel  force  her  ftreams  to  flow, 
QuiNTius,   a  winding  Labyrinth  girds  thee  round. 
Within  it's  folds  inextricably  bound. 
If  feeds  unnumber'd  rank'd  in  every  form. 
Things  of  all  kinds  muft  infinitely  fwarm. 
In  every  place  muft  ftart  to  fudden  view, 
Ev'n  though  Creation  teem'd  with  nothing  new  ; 
Diamonds,   and  gold  would  every  where  arife, 
And  favage  beafts  our  ftraggling  fteps  furprize ; 
To  every  plant  would  every  foil  give  birth, 
And  men  fhoot  up  fpontaneous  from  the  earth  ^ 

It's 
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It's  fcatlier'd  flocks  the  air  could  not  contain, 
It's  hnny  flioals  would  fwell  beyond  the  main. 
Then  generation,   not  as  now  confin'd, 
Would  change  inceffantly  in  every  kind  : 
Thanklefs  for  blood,  unconfcious  of  a  fire, 
Manhood  would  rife,  inform' d  by  cafual  fire  ; 
Each  quickening  animal  would  fpring  to  light, 
Whene'er  by  Chance  it's  wandering  Seeds  unite  ; 
Not  gathering  flrength  infenfibly  from  years. 
The  perfect  creature  all  at  once  appears. 
Mature  in  reafon,  full  in  body  grown, 
Dcbtlefs  to  power,  but  Fortune's,  and  it's  own. 
Thus,  as  you  fay,  were  born  the  earliefl:  men  ; 
What  once  has  happen'd  furely  may  again. 
Fruits  without  trees,  unfown,  uncultur'd  grains, 
Would  roll  promifcuous,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plains ; 
Harveft  would  change,  from  fettled  feafon  free, 
And  towering  forefts  darken  all  the  fea. 
Each  day  new  funs,   each  night  new  flars  would  rife, 
Unnumber'd  comets  ftrike  our  wondering  eyes. 
Scattering  unufual  blazes  through  the  fky. 
And  da.rting  bearded  radiance  as  they  fly; 
Then  fnatch'd  at  once,  by  fudden  Chance  defl:foy'd, 
Abforb'd  for  ever  in  the  unfathom'd  Void. 

3  When 
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When  Seeds  innumerous  dance  their  mazy  rounds^ 
Their  various  concourfe   fure  can  know  ho  bounds  j 
You  fay  their  motion  ne'er  fuftains  a  paufe, 
And,   not  finite,  they're  free  from  Number's  laws. 

Behold  the  Chefs-board,  where,  fecure  of  fears, 
Fidlitious  armies  wage  their  mimick  wars  : 
The  painted  ground,  which  bears  the  firm  attack, 
Difplays  alternate  fegments,  white,  and  black  ; 
Full  in  the  front,  in  line  of  battle  drawti, 
To  guard  his  fovereign  ftands  each  faithful  pawn ; 
Rooks,   knights,  and  bifhops,  range  on  either  fide, 
Clofe  by  their  monarch,  and  his  royal  bride : 
Each  warrior  keeps  his  own  appointed  courle, 
Fiercely  they  combat,  with -unequal  force; 
Wide  rage  th'  enfahguin'd  chiefs,  nor  deign  tb  yield, 
Till  either  king,  a  captive,  quits  the  field. 
Meanwhile  how  oft,  in  Terror's  grim  defpite, 
Varies  the  horrid  image  of  the  fight ! 
How  oft  the  combatants  their  ftations  change, 
As  Force,  or  Fury,  Fraud,  or  Chance,  arrange  1 
How  oft  in  fa6l! — How  often  might  they  more, 
'Ere  the  fpent  war's  cataftrophe  were  o'er !  ' 

B  b  Old 
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Old  Ocean  cannot  boaft  fuch  numerous  waves, 
Nor  meadows  grafs,  nor  fhady  forcfts  leaves. 
What,  fliould  quick  Fancy  multiply  the  fquarcs, 
Where  angry  Mars  his  bloody  ftandard  rears  ? 
Suppofe  them  endlefs ;   then,  through  either  hoft. 
Tell  me  how  oft  each  champion  fhifts  his  poft  ! 

To  aid  your  feeble  argument,   in  vain 
Unnumber'd  Worlds,   befides  our  own,  you  feign  ; 
Through  which  the  general  Mother's  high  command 
Has  ftrew'd  Creation  with  a  liberal  hand, 
Largely  exerting  all  her  plaftick  pow'rs, 
Profufe  to  them,  though  niggardly  to  our's. 
For,  grant  thofe  worlds  fubftantial  which  you  build> 
How  can  you  prove  them  with  like  beings  fiU'd  ? 
Where  endlefs  feeds  in  cafual  concourfe  fwarm. 
Who  can  prefume  to  fix  the  fhapes  they  form? 
Bodies  may  there,  'tis  eafy  to  believe. 
Appear  in  figures  we  can  fcarce  conceive* 
The  modes  of  union  Atoms  may  explore, 
Than  they  themfelves  are  infinitely  more* 
The  difierent  bodies,  therefore,  that  may  rife 
From  fuch  diffofe  variety  of  ties. 

Make 
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Make  ftill  an  infinitely  greater  flore, 

Than  what  was  doubly  infinite  before. 

Who,  then,  fuch  powers  accumulate  can  bind? 

Is  infinite  on  infinite  confin'd  ? 

Shall  they  not  oft,  in  confcious  fulnefs  bold, 

Produce  new  fpecies,  and  reform  the  old? 

Exhauftlefsly  prolifick,  fliall  they  ne'er 

In  fhapes  by  Fancy  unconceiv'd  appear  ? 

If  Nature,  then,  a  fettled  rule  obferves, 

In  framing  bodies,  whence  fhe  never  fwerves ; 

If  all  the  kinds  of  things  that  rife  to  light, 

Are  certain,  fix'd,  eftablifli'd,   and  finite; 

Reafon  from  hence  this  clear  conclufion  draws, 

That  Atoms  own  a  Lord,  and  keep  his  laws. 

In  natural  things  conformity  depends, 
Not  on  the  figures  of  the  Seeds  fbe  blends, 
As  you  may  fancy — not  on  thofe  alone, 
But  on  the  poft  aflign'd  to  every  one  : 
Be  the  fame  Atoms  difFerently  arrang'd. 
The  fleeting  body  is  entirely  chang'd. 
Thus,  white  as  fnow,  the  finely  ductile  clay, 
Fram'd  where  Aurora  firft  announces  day, 

B  b  2  In 
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In  ftriA  obedience  to  the  Potter's  hand, 

'Jakes  every  fhape  by  turns  at  his  command: 

Now  humbly  bends,  a  vaft,  capacious  jar, 

Now  foams,  a  Hon  threatening  inftant  war, . 

Now  pipes,  a  fliepherd  in  the  fylvan  fcene,. 

Now  nodding  fhakes,  a  palfied  mandarine  ; 

Now  glares,   a  monfter  of  the  eaftern  fcay  . 

Or  Indian  God,  more,  monftrous  ftill  than  he. 

The  meat,  which  ferves  us  for  our  daily  food, 

Throbs  in  our  nerves,  and  riots  in- our  blood, 

Spread  for  a  tyger's',  or  an  eagle's  feaft. 

Soars  in  the  bird,   or  rages  in  the  bead:. 

The  fame  dew  feeds  the  grafs  that  cloathes  the  plains^ 

The  garden's  flowrets,  and  the  harveft's  grains* 

So  fabled  Proteus,  varying  each  difguife. 

With  fliapes  elufive  cheated  human  eyes ; 

Now  a  fmooth  ferpent,  now  a  -ftiaggy  boar,- 

Now  a  fwoln  torrent,  with  tremendous  roar. 

Now  a  hard  rock,  his  fubtile  form-  became^ 

Now  darted  fury,  a  devouring  flame  :  - 

A  thoufand  different  figures  yet  remain, 

Unlefs  they  clofely  draw  the  pinching  chain; 

Till  the  falfe  traytor,  baffled  in  his  plan^ 

Refume  the  port,   and  vifage,  of  a  man. 

3.  Thus, 
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Thus,   be  th'  atomick  figures  e'er  (o  few. 

Still  bodies  numberlefs  muft  rife  to  view  ; 

Not,  as  you  think,,  of  one  continued  kind. 

But  in  their  forms,    as  numbers,  unconfin'd  i 

Gonneftions,  which  on  elements  depend,  , 

That  own  no  number,  can  admit  no  end; 

If,  then,  th'  unbounded  Univerfe  contain'd. 

Atoms,    by  number  wholely  unreftrain'd. 

Whatever  fafhion  for  their  fhapes  you  claim, 

Like,   or  unlike,  another,   or  the  fame, 

Iilnumerous  fpecies  thence  muft  ever  fpring. 

And  each  innumerous  individuals  bring ; 

Then  would  thofe  hideous  forms  their  limbs  unfold, 

By  Fidion  painted  in  the  times  of  old, 

Harpies,  and  cyclops,  dragons  fpouting  fire, 

Gorgons,  and  hydras,  and  chimeras  dire. 

Such  are  the  changes  mere  pofition  bears, 

That  ftones  of  but  two  colours,  cut  in  fquaresj, 

Then  in  mofaick,   artful  order  plac'd, 

May  glut  the  wanton  ficklenefs  of  tafte. 

Rival  of  Nature,   though  inferior  far. 
The  mind  of  man  o'erleaps  creation's  bar, 

Eifing 
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Rifiiig  on  powers,    of  laboiiFj   and  of  art, 
Which  Reafon,   and  Experience,   both  impart, 
Mingling  fix'd  principles,  of  which  but  few 
Difplay  their  virtues  to  his  mental  view  ; 
And,   urg'd  by  hope  of  profit,   can  produce 
Bodies  unheard-of,  apt  for  human  ufe, 
New  fpecies,   beings,    fuch  as  Nature's  hand 
Form'd  not  at  firft,  nor  ever  fince  has  plann'd  : 
By  potent  aid  of  calcinating  flame. 
Perfumes,  and  medicines,  chymick  art  can  frame  ; 
Hence  the  dire  force  of  gunpowder  takes  rife. 
Which  darts  huge  globes  of  iron  through  the  ikies  ; 
Hence  phofphor  fprings,   and  hence  the  folid  mafs, 
Of  ftony  matter,   melts  to  liquid  glafs : 
By  art  we  fee  th'  ingrafted  fcion  grown. 
And  trees  admiring  branches  not  their  own  : 
Nay,  ev'n  this  art  to  animals  extends, 
And  in  one  body  various  fpecies  blends, 
When  male,   and  female,  each  of  different  race, 
Join  in  th'  impure,   unnatural,   forc'd  embrace. 
To  which  bafe  mongrels  owe  their  fpurious  birth, 
And  fhapes  uncouth  deform  th'  indignant  Earth. 
And  {hall  not  Chance,   the  architect  of  all. 
Above,  beneath,  around  this  fubjed  ball, 
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Chance,  the  fupremc  director,  have  the  force, 
One  hour  to  change  Creation's  conftant  courfe  ? 
To  fuch  a  Deity  fmall  ftrength's  afllgn'd, 
Or  poor  materials,   fcanty,  and  confin'd. 
Whate'er  to  felf  alone  it's  being  owes, 
Owns  no  fuperior,   no  controulment  knows  ; 
For  Matter  here  behold  a  bound  confefs'd, 
A  narrow  limit,  where  it  lies  opprefs'd  : 
Your  Atoms,   therefore,  fingly  cannot  ftand, 
But  bend  to  order,  and  fupreme  command  : 
In  vain  you  ftrive  t'obfcure  th'  almighty  caufe — 
God  is  the  power  who  gives  your  Atoms  laws. 

Now,  if  they  wander  in  a  Void  immenfe, 
To  coalition  where's  their  juft  pretence  ? 
Some  Ships  fuppofe,  no  pilots  at  their  helms, 
Driv'n  by  rude  winds  o'er  Neptune's  fpacious  realms,, 
Widely  difpers'd  where'er  his  waters  roll. 
From  eaft  to  weft,  from  pole  to  adverfe  pole  ; 
Think'ft  thou  by  hazard  they  could  ever  meet  ?. 
In  concert  fail,   and  form  a  cafual  fleet? 
Far  more  extended  intervals  than  thefe 
Divide  your  Atoms,  borne  on  boundlefs  feas  r 

4  Whirl'd 
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Whirl'd  through  the  vaft  abyffes  of  the  Void, 
All  hope  of  cafual  jundion  is  deftroy'd  ; 
O'er  endlefs  plains  to  run  tK'  expanded  race, 
Requires  a  time  unmeafur'd  as  the  fpace. 
•O  !   bungling  work  !   where  Atom  Atom  flies  1 
Can  from  fuch  difcofd  union  ever  rife  ? 

You  afk,    "  If  Matter,    girded  firmly  round, 
*'  On  every  flde  acknowledges  a  bound, 
'"  Let  fome  ftrong  Archer  on  the  margin  ftand, 
*'  With  bended  bow,  and  arrow  in  his  hand  ; 
'^'  Then  fhoot  dired: :   how  fhall  the  arrow  fpring, 
*'  Sent  with  keen  violence  from  the  twanging  firing  ?" — = 
-From  rooted  prejudice  what  errors  grow  ! 
»From  one  falfe  aphorifm  what  numbers  flow  1— 
Is  nought  the  bound  of  matter  ?  Can  thy  thought 
Suppofe  an  arrow  fwiftly  fped  through  nought? 
To  nought  a  ftation  Reafonnever  grants, 
Room  for  it's  flight  your  arrow  therefore  wants  | 
Your  Archer  here  has  fpent  his  flrength  in  vain. 
To  break  fuch  bonds  as  ever  rnufl  reflrain  ; 
•His  brawny  mufcles  fruitlefsly  he  tires, 
And  the  dark  pov/er  that  checks  his  force  admires. 

Body's 
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Body's  implied,  whene'er  we  talk  of  place, 
Body  can  never  move  without  a  Space  ; 
If  Space  entirely,   then,   you  take  away, 
All  powers  of  motion  inftantly  decay  : 
Your  arrow,   therefore,   drops  it's  fudden  wing. 
No  path  diredt  exifts,   through  which  to  fpring  ; 
So,   rapt  by  Other's  all-involving  force. 
Through  ways  unbidden  it  muft  bend  it's  courfe. 

Th'  Arch-Foe  of  Heaven,   not  content  to  feign 
Atoms  felf-fprung,   and  felf-inthron'd  to  reign, 
(Left  that,    created,   they  ftiould  own  a  Lord, . 
Rous'd  into  being  by  th'  Almighty  Word,) 
Nor  yet  content  from  number  to  difcharge, 
(Both  which  impoftures  we've  expos'd  at  large,) 
Now,  to  complete  the  fallacy,  pretends 
That  their  ufurp'd  dominion  never  ends ; 
For,  fince  the  Godhead's  throne  they  fliould  fupply. 
To  mock  his  power,   'twas  plain  they  ne'er  muft  die. 
And,  fince  all  bodies  ruin  muft  involve, 
When  their  conftituent  elements  diflblve, 
His  favourite  Seeds  from  death  to  guard  fecure. 
And  'gainft  deftrudion  bar  th'  immortal  door, 

C  c  He 
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Fie  makes  them  imcompaded,  folid,  found, 
Of  fmalleft  fize,   and  lafc  from  every  wound: 
Whate'er  has  parts,  though  brac'd  by  firmefl:  tiesy 
Force  may  divide,    and  then  the  body  dies. 

Now  let  us  prove  each  Atom  framM  of  parts^ 
And  at  one  blow  unhinge  the  Sophifl's  arts. 
Qu IN Tius,   'tis  done  :   for  haft  thou  not  confefs'd: 
With  various  figures  all  thy  feeds  imprefs'd  ? 
Can  the  minuteft  body,   which  we  fee 
By  figure  circumfcrib'd,  from  parts  be  free  ? 
Now,   Epicurus,    try  your  utmoft  fkill, 
Drefs  up  your  atoms  in  what  fhape  you  will : 
(Thou,  the  Creator  of  thofe  feeds  divine, 
May'ft  fix  their  fafhion,    for  their  being's  thine  !) 
Stamp  them  rotund,   triangular,   or  fquare,. 
Their  forms  in  molds  polygonous  prepare  ; 
Wedges  let  thefe,  thofe  cylinders  become, 
Let  fome  be  fpiral,    fl^iarply  pointed  fome  ; 
From  thefe  let  teeth,   or  fins  perplex'd  hang  out. 
Give  thofe  a  fting,   or  elephantick  fnout. 
Smooth  as  a  poliih'd  mirror  faftiion  thefe, 
Ann  thofe  with  talons,  fafter  hold  to  feize; 
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Then  bind  them,   few  them,  hook  them,   interweave, 

To  make  them  cHng,  no  art  unpra(5lis'd  leave  ; 

But  ne'er  proclaim  them  of  fo  fmall  a  fize,  ■ 

That  nothing  fmaller  yet  u^ithin  them  lies : 

Call  not  thefe  Seeds  the  principles  of  things, 

From  which,  immix'd  themfelves,  all  being  fprings ; 

Let  them  not  dare  immortal  effence  claim, 

As  if  divifion  enter'd  not  their  frame. 

Whatever  in  Figure's  fifUle  garb  you  drefs, 

May  be  for  ever  broken,  and  made  lefs :  ^"^^^    .::^1r;r-rn 

Thus  fquare  to  round  we  readily  can  pare, 

And  then,  reciprocally,  round  to  fquare ;  >      -  ^ 

While  angle,  knob,  or  curvature  is  found, 

Or  any  figure,  which  the  feed  may  bound. 

That  feed  mufl  always  to  the  fenfe  difplay 

Something  fuperfluous,  to  be  torn  away. 
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To  this  alternative  you're  hereby  driv'n  ; 
Either  to  rob  them  of  the  fliapes  you've  giv'n, 
And  from  your  Atoms  to  abolifli  quite 
All  hooks,  and  clafps,   by  which  they  may  unite; 
Thus  to  reduce  them  to  fo  ftraight  a  pafs. 
That  they  can  never  join  to  form  a  mafs ; 

C  c  2  Or, 
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Or,  if  you  fuffer  figure  to  remain, 

And  fo  prcferve  the  links  of  Matter's  chain  ; 

Then  are  your  atoms,  juft  Hke  other  things, 

Patch'd  up  of  parts,  from  which  a  total  fprings» 

Say  not,  for  bodies  to  afford  a  bafe. 

Some  folid  principle  muft  hrft  take  place; 

That  this,   though  with  corporeal  effence  rang'd, 

Muft  be  eternal,   (imple,  andunchang'd: 

No  longer  fovereign  Reafon  can  admit,. 

Such  inconfiftent  fubtileties  of  wit ; 

Nor  will,  remifsly,  grant  you  licence  more,. 

Parts,  at  your  whim,  to  ravifh,  and  reftore. 

But  ev'n  of  figure  though  you  plunder  all 
Thofe  Atoms,  which  firft  principles  you  call; 
(Though  this,  conliflently,  you  cannot  do,. 
I'll,  for  a  moment,    grant  it  to  be  true  ;) 
Ev'n  fo  defpoil'd,  not  all  your  wily  arts 
Can  yet  prevail  to  rob  them  of  their  parts. 
For,  where  combin'd,    (fuppofmg  they  combine) 
Saiflthou,  or  not,    that  they  entirely  join? 
If  total  be  their  union,   then  the  feed. 
Confusedly  blended,    nought  can  ever  breed; 
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Together  twenty  thoufand  atoms  clafs, 

Thou  never  canft  accumulate  a  mafs ; 

Seed  then  abforb'd  by  feed,  would  foon  be  gone, 

The  holl  unnumber'd  dwindling  into  one  : 

What  can  be  more  abfurd  ? — If  not  entire 

Their  copulation,   parts  they  muft  require. 

With  parts,   then,  matter  muft  be  ever  fraught ; 

Robb'd  of  it's  parts,   you  plunge  it  into  nought: 

No  limple  unity  in  it  you  find; 

Seek  fuch  perfedlion  only  in  the  Mind  : 

Body  is  ever  to  extent  allied ; 

Whate'er's  extended  Reafon  will  divide  : 

Matter's  leaft  particle  no  bounds  controul, 

At  once  of  whole  a  part,  of  parts  a  whole. 

Let,  then,  three  atoms  be  together  bounds 
A  future  body's  embryo  bulk  to  found; 
The  two  extremes  with  that  between  unite, 
By  touching  either  fide,   the  left,  and  right : 
Add  one  below,  another  add  above. 
At  centre  now  four  feveral  parts  you  prove: 
Another  atom  faften  on  before. 
And  to  the  rearward  fix  another  more ; 

In 
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In  that  which  occupies  the  middle  fpace 
Six  various  parts  we  now  diftindlly  trace: 
Uniill'd  fome  intervals  perhaps  remain, 
Which  other  crowded  atoms  might  contain  : 
Be  thofe  fuppHed;  and,   thus  difpos'd  with  art, 
The  central's  touch'd  by  each  in  different  part; 
As  many  parts  this  atom  then  reveals, 
As  feeds  contiguous  all  it's  furface  feels. 
Thefe  very  parts  a  common  centre  claim, 
Of  whofe  divided  parts  the  proof's  the  fame. 
Thus  parts  on  parts  for  ever  muft  depend, 
Divilion  baffled  feeks  in  vain  an  end. 
Ev'n  were  your  curious  fearch  at  length  to  find 
An  atom,  firm  and  fimple,  to  your  mind, 
Subftance  without  extenfion  were  the  prize, 
Subftance,  where  neither  part,  nor  centre  lies : 
Matter  offucha  nature  you  explore. 
As,  when  difcover'd,  matter  is  no  more. 
Starts  ofFyour  fenfe  with  horror  from  the  view  ? 
Nor  can  divifion  infinite  purfue  ? — 
Behold  that  flender  plate  of  dudile  gold, 
How  largely  broad  it's  hammer'd  fides  unfold  ! 
From  flaming  flraw  what  clouds  of  fmoke  arife. 
And  fpread  black  night  around  the  azure  fkies ! 

5  The 
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The  flighteft  tint  that  colour  can  fupply, 
What  floods  of  water  will  it  ferve  to  dye  ! 
Flow  light  a  fume  of  brimftone  (fruit  of  Hell  !) 
Defpoils  choice  wines  of  flavour  and  of  fniell  1 
Grofs  are  all  bodies,   though  not  all  ahke. 
However  numerous,  which  our  fenfes  fl:rike; 
But  the  vaft  multitudes  you'd  fcarce  believe^ 
Too  fine  for  human  organs  to  perceive. 

Shot  from  the  Zenith  flraight  behold  a  line. 
Another  in  th'  Horizon's  plain  fupine  ; 
Let  both,  produc'd,  to  mutual  contact  run, 
They  touch,  when  met,  in  points  no  more  than  one  : 
Suppofe  oblique  the  line  dired;  before, 
Of  the  recumbent  line  'twill  cover  more  ; 
Yet  flill  incline  th'  oblique  one  e'er  fo  much. 
Two  feveral  points  difl:in6l  it  cannot  touch  ; 
Though  more,   or  lefs,  on  that  fupine  it  gains. 
As  from  the  perpendicular  it  leans : 
So  more,  or  lefs,  your  Reafon  clearly  fees. 
The  point  is  touch'd,   by  regular  degrees, 
Jufl:  as  the  angle  (neceflary  fruit 
Of  interfedion)  's  more  or  lefs  acute, 

No^v- 
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Now  place  thefe  lines  in  parallel  conjoint, 
Let  one  exceed  the  other  by  a  point, 
But  let  the  longer,   balanc'd  in  it's  fite, 
Surpafs  the  lefs,   as  much  at  left  as  right ; 
Behold,  it's  prominence,  at  each  extreme, 
Shews  an  Half-Atom,  fatal  to  your  fcheme. 
This  problem,   too,  the  pyramid  defends  ; 
Whofe  four-fac'd  figure  leflening  ftill  afcends, 
Till  at  the  laft,  when  it  can  mount  no  higher, 
A  fingle  atom  terminates  the  fpire  : 
This  point,  the  fummit,   thus,  of  every  fide, 
Into  four  parts  we  furely  may  divide  ; 
For  let  the  pinnacle  an  atom  be. 
That  refts  on  two,  defcending,   thofe  on  three ; 
So,  gradually  progrefTive,   grows  the  fum. 
Till  to  the  bottom  of  the  pile  you  come : 
One  covers  two,    two  three,   but  not  complete, 
Becaufe  their  lineal  lengths  are  not  fo  great ; 
Since  in  proportion  ftrid:  the  lines  increafe, 
Down  from  the  vertex  to  the  lov/eft  bafe. 

Why  incommenfurate,   can  no  art  compare 
Side  with  diagonal,  in  any  fquare  ? 
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If  every  line,  that  by  the  fquare  is  claim'd, 

Be  of  pure,  fimple,  folid  atoms  framVl ; 

What  can  prevent  your  meafuring  like  with  like, 

The  perpendicular  with  the  oblique? 

If  each  coniift  of  feeds  of  equal  iize, 

Count  but  in  which  the  greater  number  lies ; 

Then  ftrike  the  balance:   Should  th'  attempt  prove  vain, 

Th'  unequal  ftrudlure  of  your  feeds  is  plain. 

This  is  the  caufe,  perhaps,  why,   yet  unknown, 

The  circle's  quadrature  all  fearch  has  flown : 

Though  vain  philofophers,  with  madding  rage. 

Nature's  ftrong  hold  attack,  from  age  to  age ; 

Still  by  divifion  all  their  arts  fhe  foils, 

And  laughs,  fecure,  at  Sisyphean  toils. 

Abftrufe  Geometry  no  fecret  knows. 

Which  your  frail  fyftem  does  not  here  oppofe. 

Orbs  within  orbs  inwrapp'd  in  endlefs  folds. 

And  all  concentrick,  every  circle  holds  : 

As  many  parts  divide  the  inmoft  orbs, 

As  that  whofe  circuit  all  the  reft  abforbs. 

For  all  the  intermediate  circles  bear. 

Of  wide  circumference  their  proportion'd  fhare. 

As  toward  the  centre  gradually  they  prefs, 

The  larger  fpaces  anfwering  to  the  lefs  ; 

D  d  Tis 
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'Tis  but  the  magnitude  of  parts  that  fails, 
An  equal  number  through  them  all  prevails. 
Nay,  ev'n  the  centre  we  may  thus  disjoint, 
No  more  confider'd  as  a  iimple  point  : 
The  part,  which  fronts  the  circle's  northern  fide,, 
From  that  which  fronts  the  fouthern  we  divide : 
In  fine,  as  many  parts,  as  great  an  hoft. 
As  in  th'  extreme  circumference,  it  may  boaft  ', 
In  Number's  fcale  their  parts  precifely  fuit, 
But  the  more  central  are  the  more  minute. 
The  centre  is  a  circle,   knows  no  bounds. 
But  orbs  innumerous  in  it's  fphere  furrounds. 

Matter  may,   then,  like  Motion,.  Time,  and  Weight^ 
Suftain  diviiion,   in  it's  fmalleft  ftate  ;. 
No  force,   no  power,  with  toil's  fevereft  pains, 
E'er  to  a  iimple  point  in  thefe  attains. 
As  Motion's  Hightefl:  part  can  ne'er  be  Rest, 
As  all  Time's  parts  are  with  his  hand  imprefs'dj 
As  every  part  of  Weight  by  Weight  is  bent. 
So  muit  Extension's  parts  be  ftill  Extent. 
What  though  in  body,    fometimes,  we  fuppofe 
A  naked  point,  which  no  divifion  knows  ? 

For 
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For  Measure's  purpofes  'tis  merely  fclgn'd, 
That  a  fix'd  centre  may  be  once  obtain'd  : 
Thus,  in  like  fort,  we  feign,   for  Meafure's  ends, 
That  a  line  no  way,   but  in  length  extends, 
And  that  a  furface  is  but  long,  and  broad. 
Though  Fadl,   and  Reafon,  foon  dete6t  the  fraud  ; 
Since  every  thing,  that  Body's  form  can  wear, 
Muft  in  it's  bulk  the  three  dimcnfions  bear. 

But  flill  you  fay,   "  A  point  we  may  obtain, 
*'  Placing  a  fphere  upon  a  perfed:  plain  j 
*'  For  that  the  point,  by  which  the  plain  is  hit, 
"  Is  limply  one,  and  never  can  be  fplit." 
Thofe,  who  demonftrate  truths  of  fuch  a  kind, 
Have  form'd  a  previous  fidlion  in  the  mind; 
Suppofing  plain,  and  fphere,    to  be  compos'd 
Of  points  with  points  in  durance  firm  inclos'd^ 
Which  but  in  Mathematicks  find  a  place, 
Confidering  body  as  diftindl  from  fpace  ; 
Never  in  Physicks,  which  to  fad:  adhere, 
And  fpeak  of  things  as  they  in  truth  appear. 
This  point  of  contad,   therefore,  when  we  view, 
In  fuch  a  light  as  fhews  it's  colour  true, 
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We  find  it  with  a  folid  form  imprefs'd, 
Obnoxious  to  divilion,  like  the  reft. 
'Tis  not  content,   as  if  'twere  purely  one, 
To  touch  the  furface  of  the  plain  alone  ; 
But  of  the  fphere,   befides,   to  which  it  cleaves. 
No  clofe,  contiguous  part  untouch'd  it  leaves. 
So  ev'n  this  point  divifible  we  find, 
Fram'd  of  innumerous  particles  combin'd. 
Yet  we  may  try  to  view  it,   not  in  vain. 
In  that  part  only,   which  is  next  the  plain. 

Atoms,  then,  fubjed:  to  divinon  lie, 
Whence  it  muft  follow  that  they  all  may  die. 
Ruin  entire  each  body  has  involv'd. 
When,   to  conflituent  principles  refolv'd, 
It  falls  in  various  parts,  now  join'd  no  more, 
Whofe  firm  connexion  form'd  it's  mafs  before. 
Say  not,  no  powers  their  frames  in  pieces  pull, 
Compadi:  for  ever,  as  for  ever  full ; 
And  that  their  flrufture  ne'er  can  be  annoy'd, 
Becaufe  within  them  they  contain  no  void : 
(Befide  my  proving  that  no  Vacuum  lies 
In  bodies  perifhing  before  our  eyes) 
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If  clofe  compaclnefs  Atoms  can  defend, 
And  fhield  for  ever  from  a  mortal  end, 
'Tis  not  their  pure  Simplicity  beftows 
So  choice  a  boon,  which  each  to  hardnefs  owes  : 
Nor  can  in  truth  ev'n  hardnefs  :   You  declare, 
Although  no  Vacuum  refts  where  they  cohere, 
Yet  that  they  may,   however  clofe  combin'd. 
Be  pluck' d  afunder  after  having  join'd. 
Thus  is  it  prov'd  that  Atoms  feel  the  flate 
Of  mortal  beings,   and  fubmit  to  fate  : 
And,   jGince  whatever  terminates  it's  courle 
Owes  it's  exiftence  to  fuperior  force. 
Atoms,   thus  haftening  ever  to  a  clofe. 
Own  a  beginning  whence  they  firfl:  arofe. 
Every  caducous,  fragile,  transient  thing 
From  fome  creative,   cogent  power  did  fpring ; 
Whate'er  fuftains,  from  any  caufe,  decay. 
Without  fome  author  ne'er  had  feen  the  day  ; 
Atoms  confefs  then,  cloath'd  in  mortal  plight, 
A  parent  power,  from  whom  they  fprung  to  light. 

Deduce  not  hence  a  confequence  untrue, 
As  if  from  Matter's  properties  it  grew, 

3  That 
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That  bodies  ever  muft  be  equal  all, 

The  large  in  bulk  no  greater  than  the  fmall; 

Since  each  does  in  it's  compofition  blend 

Portions  divisible  without  an  end. 

This  reafoning's  falfe  :   though  body  ne'er  denies 

To  llirink,  divided,  to  but  half  it's  iize, 

It  ftill  preferves  it's  firft  proportion'd  ftate, 

If  fmall,  halffmaller,  half  lefs  great,   if  great ; 

The  halves  of  different  bodies  muft  confefs 

The  ftamp  original,   of  more  or  lefs  : 

Thus  half  a  fathom,   in  the  fame  regard, 

Exceeds  an  half-yard,  as  the  whole  a  yard. 

But  with  what  front  does  Epicurus  dare 
Such  an  abfurd  objedtion  to  declare  ? 
Does  he  not  atoms  infinite  amafs, 
Figur'd  alike,  in  every  feparate  clafs  ? 
May  we  not  then,   by  faireft  inference,   fay. 
That  every  clafs  as  many  muft  difplay. 
Within  it's  pale,   of  one  peculiar  mold, 
As  all  the  claftes,  join'd  together,   hold  ? 
The  number,   which  one  fpecies  can  exprefs, 
Than  that,  which  all  expreftes,   is  no  lefs. 

5  ,  Thus 
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Thus  your  Preceptor  has,  with  curious  art, 
Made  out  the  whole  no  greater  than  it's  part. 
While  thefe  abfurdities  a  paffage  iind, 
And  calmly  Unk,  unfelt,  into  your  mind  ; 
Why  clofe  the  eyes,    and  turn  the  deafen'd  ear. 
To  what  I've  prov'd  by  demonftration  clear? 
Matter's  divilion  in  my  fyftem  breeds, 
Not  equal  parts  like  your  imagin'd  feeds; 
But  parts  in  ftridl  proportion  that  decreafe, 
And  whofe  refolving  power  can  never  ceafe  ; 
Though  ftill  divifible,  yet  ftill  combin'd, 
In  fome  accumulate  mafs  for  ever  join'd. 
Thus  Matter,  view'd  in  Reafon's  genuine  light, 
Mufl:  in  all  bodies  ever  be  finite. 
For,  one  determin'd,   common  bulk  afcribe 
To  body's  particles,   through  every  tribe; 
(This  meafure  fix'd  precifely  to  your  will) 
A  few,   you'll  find,   the  fmaller  bodies  fill. 
While  in  the  larger  quickly  you'll  explore. 
For  their  refpedive  fizes,  many  more : 
Although  fo  fmall  a  part  you  ne'er  can  gain, 
As  ihall  not  fmaller  in  it's  folds  contain. 
'Tis  not  to  that  Infinity's  applied. 
Which  without  ceafmg  we  may  flill  divide; 

But 
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But  to  whatever  fills  the  vaft  profound, 

What  feels  no  cindlure,  and  what  knows  no  bound. 

Immense,  and  Infinite,   in  fenfe  the  fame, 

Agree  in  properties,   though  not  in  name. 

Matter,  by  us  defin'd,  on  no  pretence, 

Howe'er  divided,   can  be  ftil'd  immenfe. 

What  is  it  therefore  ?  A  collecfled  mafs 

Of  things  whofe  parts  divifion's  powers  furpafs. 

Sever  thofe  parts  conflituent ;   each  alone 

Is  circumfcrib'd  by  limits  of  it's  own ; 

But  no  affemblage  ever  can  become, 

Whofe  parts  are  finite,  infinite  in  fum. 

You'll  here  object,  your  former  pleas  withdrawn, 
That  "  every  being  muft  be  fimply  one; 
* '  But  to  whate'er  we  may  in  fa6l  divide 
"   That  attribute  can  never  be  applied  ; 
"  Somebodies,   therefore,  furely  muft  there  be, 
"  From  the  keen  edge  of  fliarp  divifion  free. 
"  Unlefs  fuch  folid  feeds,"  you'll  fay,   "  exifi:, 
"  No  firm,  conflituent  principles  fubfift, 
^'  Bodies  to  form,    of  particles  diftindt, 
•*'  Of  various  units  clofe  together  link'd  : 
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*  That  bodies  do  not  feparate  parts  contain, 

*  Is  a  pofition  as  abfurd  as  vain. 

*  As  ONE  is  Number's  principle  allow'd, 

'  Which  grows  when  unities  together  crowd  ; 

*  So  muft  material  bodies  be  confefs'd, 

'  To  owe  their  frame  to  unities  comprefs'd, 

*  If  Matter  cannot  properly  be  ftil'd 
'  One,  yet  of  unities  it  is  compil'd  : 

'  Thus  for  the  elements,  of  which  'tis  fram'd, 
'  Muft  Indivisibility  be  claim'd." 


Herein  thy  Rhetorick,  Quintius,  does  not  yield 
To  his,  whofe  trumpet  rous'd  thee  to  the  field ; 
Nor  ev'n  to  his,  whofe  artful  Latian  fong 
Has  pour'd  delufion  o'er  the  world  fo  long. 
Yet  this  fine  ftrudture,   rais'd  from  thought  profound, 
A  breath  of  air  fhall  level  with  the  ground. 
Whate'er  exifts,  I  own,  has  juft  pretence 
To  unity  ;   but  not  in  equal  fenfe : 
That  which  is  fimple,  and  no  part  infolds, 
It's  lawful  claim  irrefragably  holds : 
As,   firft,  th'  all-present  Deity  is  one. 

In  power,  and  fplendour,  fingle,  and  alone; 

E  e  V/hofc 
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Whofe  aweful  attributes,  compell'd,  ev'n  you, 

In  vain  reludlant,  fliall  acknowledge  true  : 

Thus  too  His  Image,  fafliion'd  with  his  hands, 

Man's  Mind  for  ever  undivided  ftands. 

But  what  th'  immortal  mind  can  only  bear, 

Of  matter  frail  to  predicate  beware. 

How  widely  different  Matter  is  from  Mind, 

Explain'd  at  large  hereafter  fhalt  thou  find : 

But  purely  one  no  more  can  body  be, 

Than  the  cleft  mind  in  feveral  parcels  flee. 

All  kinds  of  beings,  link'd  in  Nature's  chain. 

Two  claffes,   rang'd  in  ranks  diflindl,  contain  : 

What  wants  extenflon,  and  whofe  parts  are  none, 

Is  in  it's  nature  fimple,  purely  one: 

But  what's  extended  owes  to  parts  it's  frame, 

How  can  it  midivided  effence  claim  ? 

Matter,    and  unity,   mufl:  ever  jar. 

And  wage,  unreconcil'd,  perpetual  war: 

No  part  of  Matter  truly  can  be  ftil'd 

One,   of  diviflbiiity  beguil'd  ; 

Although  that  name  in  common  phrafe  of  fpeech. 

Is  to  all  bodies  giv'n ;   becaufe  that  each, 

iPoffefTmg  parts  innumerous  clofe  comprefs'd. 

Yet  forms  a  mafs  diflinguiiK'd  from  the  reft : 


Thus 
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Thus  is  a  lioufe,  a  river,  or  a  ftone, 
Howe'er  divifible,  defcrib'd  as  one; 
Thus  each  material  portion,  fmall  or  great, 
Whofe  finiih'd  figure  marks  a  feparate  ftate. 

Nay,  ev'n  what  Number's  principle  we  call, 
Th'  imagin'd  Unit,   may  to  pieces  fall ; 
Split  into  fradions  by  the  adlive  mind. 
It's  fwelling  parts  are  by  no  term  confin'd: 
Were  this  not  fo,  in  vain  would  human  art 
Attempt  odd  numbers  equally  to  part ; 
Nor  could  divide,   howe'er  intenfe  it's  cares, 
Seven,   or  feven  hundred,  in  three  equal  fhares. 
Thus,  carv'd  at  will,   does  Unity  fubmit 
To  mental  force,  by  Fancy's  pleafure  fplit. 
But  all  the  points  of  folid  Matter  feel 
Divifion  real  from  the  piercing  fteel ; 
For  every  line  by  Body's  length  fupplied, 
Into  two  equal  parts  we  may  divide  : 
But  were  th'  ill-feign'd  atomick  notion  true, 
Forg'd  by  your  Sage,  promulgated  by  you  ; 
Did  fimply  individual  points  combine. 
In  the  formation  of  each  feveral  line  ; 

E  e  2  None, 
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None    where  uneven  numbers  we  deted:, 
Could  art  or  labour's  utmoft  pains  bifed. 
Thcfe  points  are,  then,  ridiculoufly  vain, 
And  atoms  merely  figments  of  the  brain. 

This  was  acknowledged  by  that  impious  man, 
Who  form'd  from  jarring  creeds  his  monftrous  plan; 
Who  firft  adopted  principles  Chinese, 
Then  mingling  Strato's  mad  romance  with  thefe. 
On  Reafon's  fall  rear'd  Irreligion's  throne, 
And  crown' d  the  fiend  with  errors  all  his  own  : 
Him  let  me  combat,  Heav'n's  inveterate  foe, 
And,  with  the  Chieftains  of  the  League,  o'erthrowj 
Abfurd  Spinoza,   known  too  well  to  fame. 
Who  dar'd  a  God  omnigenous  to  frame; 
Who,   to  fecure  the  world  by  heav'n  unaw'd, 
Made  the  vaft  univerfe  itfelf  a  God, 
And,  that  divine  dominion  might  be  hurl'd 
Far  from  it's  confines,  deified  the  world  : 
Thus,  with  the  edifice  he  'ad  fafliion'd  round, 
Th'  Almighty  Builder  daring  to  confound. 
New-plum'd  Impiety  prefumes  to  rife. 
And  fhoots  her  front  audacious  to  the  fkies : 

For 
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For  from  the  univerfal  mafs  of  thinss 

His  God  prepofterous,  all-involving  fprings  ; 

Bodies  compofe  his  body  all  combin'd, 

All  minds  united  furnifli  him  a  mind, 

From  Time  caducous  all  the  parts  that  fly, 

Th'  eternal  vigour  of  his  age  fupply. 

'Tis  Pan  he  celebrates;   but  not  the  Pan, 

Whofe  goats-feet  o'er  the  Arcadian  mountains  ran ; 

Whofe  power  the  fylvan  favages  rever'd, 

For  whom  each  altar  fmok'd,   with  blood  befmear'd  ; 

Who  breath'd  the  feven-ftopp'd  reed  through  every  grove, 

To  win  fair  Syrinx  to  his  auk  ward  love  ; 

Who  through  the  Woodlands  wild  each  nymph  purfued, 

Rough  as  a  Satyr,  as  a  Satyr  lend  ; 

Whofe  horned  temples,  wreath'd  with  bending  pine, 

Oft  fcar'd  th'  affrighted  Ruftick  from  his  fhrine  ; 

Parent  of  tremors,   where  no  caufe  appears, 

Of  groundlefs  horrors,   hence  call'd  Pa  nick  fears  : 

No  :   On  the  name  of  Pan  his  praifes  roll, 

Ador'd  a  fymbol  of  the  mighty  whole. 

Spinoza's  God  we  every  thing  may  call. 

At  once  a  fingle  entity,   and  all. 

But  fince  whate'er  fpontaneous  fprung  to  light. 

By  native  vigour,   mufl  be  infinite  ; 

I  And 
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And  never  can  infinity  be  found, 

Where  Number  heins  the  feveral  parts  around  ; 

He,  by  the  monftrous  paradox  unfcar'd, 

A^-ainft  all  Number  has  at  once  declar'd ; 

Allows  not  Matter's  ample  mafs  to  grow 

From  parts  that,  join'd,  the  fwelling  bulk  beftow ; 

But  one  immenfe,   ftupendous  Atom  feigns, 

Which,  undivided,  ever  lives,   and  reigns. 

Outrageous  madman  !   v/ho  hi mfelf  confounds, 

Nav,  ev'n  his  God,  with  horfes,   and  with  hounds ; 

Deaf  to  the  voice  of  fentiment,   and  blind 

To  Reafon's  light,   who  nought  diftind;  can  find, 

To  felf  peculiar,  though  he,  confcious,   knows 

What  ignorance  feeks,  and  feels  his  proper  woes. 

Egregious  Godhead  !   Source  of  light,  and  life  ! 

Whom  thou  mayft  cut,  and  mangle  with  a  knife  ! 

"  He's  not  divided,"  here  Spinoza  cries, 

*'  In  the  fame  flate  th'  enormous  body  lies ; 

*'  Although,  perhaps,   his  pofture  may  be  chang'd, 

"  And  his  huge  members  in  new  order  rang'd, 

"  No  difcontinuance  follows  thereupon, 

"  For  that  which  cuts,  and  what  is  cut,   are  one." 

O  trifling  coxcomb  !   Is  the  tyrant's  hand 

The  fame  v/ith  his,  who  dies  by  his  command  ? 

3  Do 
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Do  dead  from  living  no  diftindlion  claim  ? 

Are  wolf,  and  fhepherd,  fon,  and  fire,  the  fame  ? 

For,  though,   at  divers  times,  one  being  mav 
Take  different  modes,  and  various  forms  difplay  ; 
Yet  can  it  not  at  once  embrace  the  ftrife, 
Which  ever  muft  fubfift  'twixt  death,  and  life  ; 
Nor  can  it,  iimply,  adverfe  figures  bear, 
And,  at  the  fame  time,   be  both  round  and  fquare  : 
Or,  fhould  it  prove,   at  once,  both  fquare  and  round, 
'Mongft  individuals  'tis  no  longer  found. 
I  own,  as  many  links  compofe  a  chain, 
So  may  one  fpecies  many  things  contain  ; 
But  'tis  repugnant,  ev'n  to  common  fenfe, 
To  call  that  One,   on  any  fond  pretence. 
Which  in  it's  effence  every  effence  blends, 
And  all  the  wars  of  nature  comprehends  : 
Ev'n  Power  Divine  Consistence  muft  controul, 
Nor  without  parts  can  there  fubfift  a  whole. 

But  here  he  urges,   *'  Tis  not  lefs  abfurd, 
*'    Room  for  two  feveral  beings  to  afford, 
"   If  narrow  limits  muft  the  one  furround, 
"   Vv^hile  yet  the  other  knows  no  kind  of  bound. 

"  For 
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"  For  if  divided,   and  diftind  they  ftand, 

*'  That  ftil'd  immenfe  all  being  can't  command, 

<'  Nor  can  the  name  of  infinite  maintain, 

"  Becaiife  the  lefs  participates  it's  reign.'* 

Juft  were  this  reafoning,  did  we  but  fuppofe. 

That  each  to  felf  alone  it's  being  owes : 

For  then  the  world  would  fhare  th'  imperial  nod, 

And  fway  the  fceptre  jointly  with  it's  God  j 

In  power,   perhaps,    inferior  it  would  be, 

Second  in  rank,  yet  ftill  a  Deity. 

But  if  the  bounded  fubftance  took  it's   rife 

From  that  whofe  might  beyond  all  compafs  lies, 

Poor,   weak,   precarious,  out  of  nothing  brought^ 

Ready,  without  fupport,  to  fink  in  nought, 

Dependent,  tranfient,   impotent,   and  vain. 

Self  by  felf-power  unable  to  fuftain. 

It  never  can,   in  any  fort,    confine 

Power  felf  inthron'd,   felf-guarded,   power  divine. 

Nought  can  it's  union  to  fuch  eflence  add. 

Nor  feparation  leffen  aught  it  had. 

In  vain  Impiety  tries  every  art 

To  prove  frail  Matter  of  the  whole  a  Part  ; 

Stripp'd  of  divinity,    by  Reafon's  laws, 

'Tis  but  th'  Effect  of  an  Almighty  Cause. 


Guilt's 
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Guilt's  new  afylum  levell'd  with  the  ground, 
Her  old  devices  turn  we  to  confound. 
Atoms  consist  of  Parts  :   All  doubt  remov'd, 
Spite  of  the  Grecian  Sage,   that  truth  is  prov'd. 
But  to  conneft  thofe  parts  what  power  eniploy'd 
Has  join'd  them  clofe,   unfever'd  by  the  Void  ? 
What  is  their  cement  ?  For  the  toil  requir'd 
Bodies  to  form  of  feeds,  as  you  defir'd, 
The  felf-fame  toil  thefe  parts  of  Atoms  claim, 
By  their  conjun6lion  Atoms  whole  to  frame. 
And  iince  thefe  elements,   however  fmall, 
Boaft  their  peculiar,   proper  figures  all, 
Within  their  folds,  when  join'd,   they  muft  embrace 
Many,  and  various  intervals  of  Space  : 
Thus  you  have  nothing  folid  ;   Atoms  prone 
To  fate,  by  quick  divifion  are  o'erthrown  ; 
Subjed  to  change,  they're  eafily  diffolv'd. 
And  death  with  diffolution  is  involv'd. 
Their  ftate,  disjointed,   is  the  fame  no  more 
With  what,    united,   they  enjoy'd  before; 
Motion,  (Innate,  as  you  pretend,)  muit  change 
The  fites  of  Matter's  parts,    and  newly  range. 
Varying  the  ftations,   lizes,  fhapes  of  things, 
For  Mutability  from  Motion  fprings, 

F  f  But 
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But  if  the  particles  appear  in  faft, 

By  wonderous  fkill,  fo  curiouHy  compad, 

That  not  the  fmalleft  chafm  divides  the  fwarm, 

And  ibrm  an  Atom,  or  ev'n  feem  to  form  ; 

Shall  not  the  Architect  our  homage  claim, 

Able  fuch  perfedt  workmanfliip  to  frame  ? 

Whofc  powerful  arm,  ftretch'd  out  through  boundlefs  Space, 

CuU'd  the  wide-fcatter'd  feeds  to  found  a  bafe. 

Firm  for  all  kinds  of  bodies  ?  then  combin'd 

Thofe  feeds  moft  aptly  for  the  plan  defign'd  ? 

'Mong-ft  all  the  methods  poffible  befide. 

Who  chofe  the  beft,  and  on  that  choice  relied  ? 

For  fince  each  fingle  Atom  is  compos' d 
Of  numerous  parts,   together  ftrongly  clos'd, 
Though  part  to  part  in  union  ftrid  adheres, 
By  which  complete  the  Atom's  form  appears. 
Yet  point  out  one,  and  tell  the  reafon  why 
Fix'd  in  that  fpot  it  fhould  precifely  lie  ? 
Was  fuch  arrangement  by  it's  own  defire  ? 
Say,   does  it's  nature  fuch  a  fite  require  ? 
Might  it  not,  in  another  flation  plac'd, 
Forni  anew  Atom,'  by  new  parts  embrac'd  ? 


Or 
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Or  full  as  well  have  fi.ttlcd  from  it's  flight, 
Above,   below,  at  left  hand,   or  at  right  ? 
Why  in  that  very  Atom  fell  it's  lot  ? 
Why  there  attach'd  to  that  identick  fpot? 
Tell,  if  thou  canft,  what  gave  it's  motion  laws  ? 
And  fummon  Reafon  to  decide  the  caufe. 
In  vain  you  ranfack  all  the  fliores  of  wit, 
Unlefs  a  First  Great  Mover  you  admit. 
Fraught  with  intelligence  ;   whofe  power  decreed, 
The  order,  ftation,  rank,  of  every  feed ; 
Who  fram'd  the  elements,  as  he  thought  good. 
And  fafhion'd  all  things,  as  they  Unce  have  Hood. 
As  one  for  quaint,   mofaick  fkill  renown'd, 
Willing  a  monument  of  art  to  found, 
Seleds,  with  curious  choice,  each  fhining  ftone, 
Worthy  to  fill  the  niche  afTign'd  alone : 
Vaft  though  the  heaps  that  all  around  him  lie, 
From  pile  to  pile  he  darts  his  piercing  eye. 
Unwearied,  fearches  all  his  precious  ftore, 
And  turns  the  glittering  pebbles  o'er  and  o'er  ; 
Till  aptly  rang'd,  in  colour,   fhape,  and  fize, 
Lo  !  from  their  ranks  th'  hiftorick  emblems  rife  : 
Then  on  the  cement  prefs'd,   with  hand  exad:. 
The  ftrenuous  Artift  binds  the  work  compad. 

F  f  2  .  In 
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In  Atoms,  as  iri  bodies,  parts  difplay'd 
Prove  tliat,   like  bodies,   Atoms  all  were  made ; 
Namely,  of  other  Atoms  ;   which  obtain 
The  form  they  bear  from  fmaller  feeds  again. 
In  vain  laborious  indiiftry  may  ftrive 
At  a  firft,  fimple  principle  t'arrive  ; 
The  fmalleft  Atom,   you  can  e'er  explore, 
Bears  Art's  impreflion,  and  confifts  af  more. 
Behold,  when  fnow  in  hoary  fleeces  falls, 
The  playful  boys  comprefs  the  fportive  balls ; 
Each  melting  mafs  of  foftnefs,  at  command. 
Acquires  confiftence,   hardcn'd  in  the  hand : 
Lo !  One  along  the  marble  furface  throws 
His  rolling  fnow-ball,  gathering  as  it  goes ; 
Thus  by  degrees,  repeated  oft,  the  leaft 
Is  to  a  mountain's  magnitude  increas'd  ; 
Then,  modell'd  by  the  finger's  plaftick  powers, 
Rifes  in  temples,   palaces,  and  towers. 
By  motion,   thus,  and  time,  collecting  flze, 
From  Atoms  join'd  all  bodies  take  their  rife  : 
Atoms  themfelves  to  thefe  their  being  owe, 
Ev'n  their  minuteft  parts  from  union  grow. 
Seed,  mix'd  with  feed,  in  clofc  embraces  blends. 
While  the  fwoln  raafs  infcnfibly  diftends; 
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Till  a  circumference,  form'd  coercive  round, 
Stamps  it  with  figure,  and  appoints  it's  bound. 

Who  then,  inform  me,   gave  to  every  clafs 
Of  feeds  that,  join'd,  compofe  each  growing  mafs. 
Who  to  their  leaft  imagined  portions  gave. 
The  fhapes  peculiar  you  contend  they  have  ? 
Who  the  diftindion  firfl:  had  force  to  ftrike  ? 
Some  to  make  fimilar,  and  fome  unlike? 
What  hand  has  fafhion'd  them  ?   has  fliarpcn'd  thofe, 
And  hollow'd  thefe  with  deep  indented  blows  ? 
Rubb'd  by  what  file,   or  on  what  anvil  ground, 
Have  fome  their  furfaces  fo  fmooth,   and  round? 
Who  fix'd  their  figures  by  compulfive  laws  ? 
For  Like,   and  Unlike,   muft  agnize  a  caufe. 

I  know  your  anfwer  :    "  They  have  always  been, 
"  Through  all  paft  ages,   what  they  now  are  feen  ; 
*'  Stedfaft,  as  felf-born  principles,   they  fland, 
"  Nor  need  the  aid  of  a  Creator's  hand  ; 
"  In  Number  countlefs,   'twere  abfurd  to  claim 
"  One  form  for  all,  and  lineaments  the  fame." 
QuiNTius,   thou  err'fh :   Can- fuch  be  call'd  fell-born, 
Which  may  (we've  prov'd  it)  be  in  pieces  torn  ? 

Tliofc 
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Tliofe  feveral  parts  exiftence  had  before, 

Then  ftile  your  Atoms,    Principles,  no  more  : 

Own  them  divifible,   and  then,  perforce, 

Thou  muft  derive  them  from  fome  higher  fource : 

Whate'cr  they  have,  whatever  thy  dreams  beftow, 

Weav'd  with  their  eflence,   to  fome  caufe  they  owe. 

Chance,  then,  or  God,  created  every  one  ; 

But  Chance,   bhnd  Chance,   has  fure  created  none, 

Chance  never  can  creative  power  poffefs ; 

Convinc'd,    th'  all-forming  Deity  confefs  : 

See  through  the  whole  his  plenteous  bleflings  fhower  ! 

Acknowledge,   now,    his  wifdom  and  his  power  ! 


Atoms  to  nought  effential  can  afpirc. 
But  that  which  Matter's  properties  require  : 
So  if  thofe  bodies  have  a  native  fhape, 
It  muft  be  fuch  as  they  could  not  efcape. 
If  to  themfelves  they  owe  it :   Atoms  fquare 
Are  fuch  as  forms  rotund  could  never  bear  : 
But  nought  forbids  an  Atom  to  be  round. 
In  your  coUedlion  myriads  fuch  are  found  : 
To  Matter  then,  no  fpecial  fhape  can  fall, 
'Tis  juft  alike  fufceptible  of  all : 


Round 
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Round  were  it's  eflence,  nothing  fquare  we'd  fee, 
Square  were  it's  effence,  nothing  round  could  be. 
Yet,  reckoning  o'er  thy  cumberous  heaps  of  feeds, 
How  many  round,   and  fquare,   thy  fyftem  breeds ! 
He,  who  afTerts  that  to  themfelves  they  owe 
Whatever  figure,  round,  or  fquare,   they  fliew, 
Or,  be  they  mark'd  however  elfe  they  may. 
That  'tis  a  ftamp  eternal  dares  to  fay. 
As  grofsly  blunders,  as  were  he  to  call 
Men,  of  themfelves,  black,  white,  or  fhort,    or  tall, 
And,  at  the  fame  time,  make  before  your  eyes, 
Germans,  and  Giants,  Moors,  and  Pygmies  rife. 

Art  thou  aftray  in  fuch  a  beaten  road  ? 
Doft  thou  not  know  the  nature  of  a  Mode  ? 
It  may  be  abfent,   or  return  again. 
And  yet  the  Substance  ftill  the  fame  remain. 
Wax,   foft,  and  pliant,  yields  to  all  attacks, 
Modell'd  in  any  form,  yet  flill  'tis  wax. 
Hard  ice  is  nought  but  water  ;   lying  fnows 
As  much  are  water  as  the  fiream  that  fiows ; 
See  from  the  boiling  cauldron  fmoke  afcend. 
That  very  fmoke  is  water  too,  my  friend  ; 

Whatever 
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Whatever  powers  transform  it's  fubtile  frame, 

The  iimple  element  is  ftill  the  fame. 

Were  Modes  innate,   of  whatfoever  kind. 

They  ne'er  could  fail,  the  Subflance  left  behind ; 

Were  they,  by  native  ftrength,  in  body  rang'd. 

By  force,   or  art,   they  never  could  be  chang'd  : 

But  if  by  tranfpofition,  or  increafe. 

Or  diminution  of  the  parts,   they  ceafe. 

Or  change  their  qualities,   'tis  then  moft  clear, 

They're  not  innate,   however  they  appear  : 

But  bodies  may,  ('tis  obvious  to  your  view,) 

By  friction  caft  their  forms,   and  put  on  new : 

Modes,  thus,  to  Matter  adventitious  all. 

Within  that  category  Figures  fall. 

Nor  to  thy  Master  was  this  truth  unknown, 
He  feels  it's  force,  nor  hefitates  to  own  : 
Then  why,  regardlefs  of  a  fettled  rule. 
Prompts  he  the  weak  Disciples  of  his  School, 
To  fuffer  Modes  through  Nature's  bars  to  'fcape, 
Vaunting  eternity  for  Size  and  Shape  ? 
Muft  ftubborn  verity  to  Atoms  bend  ? 
Who  can  fuch  inconiiflency  defend? 

3 

X 
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Ev'n  from  thyfelf  the  hard  confefTion  wrung 

Shall  brand  his  vile  duplicity  of  tongue. 

Mode  becomes  Essence,  when  of  Atoms  meant, 

Though  in  mix'd  bodies  'tis  mere  Accident  ! 

But  Reafon  reprobates  his  partial  claims, 

Nor  do  things  change  their  natures  with  their  names. 

And  is  not  ev'n  this  paltry  quirk  remov'd  ? 

Have  not  your  Atoms  bodies  mix'd  been  prov'd  ? 

Nothing  efiential,  then,  prefume  t'afcribe 

To  Atoms,  not  fo  to  the  whole  mix'd  tribe  ; 

Nothing  that  does  not  Matter's  fate  involve. 

And,  when  deftroy'd,  the  mafs  entire  difTolve. 

Whate'er  it  be,  of  which  you  may  deprive 

Matter's  whole  mafs,  yet  ftill  the  mafs  furvive, 

From  Matter's  eflence  Reafon  muft  explode, 

Asa  mere  accident,  a  fleeting  mode. 

Body,  as  finifh'd,  and  by  limits  bound. 

Some  kind  of  figure  ever  muft  furround  ; 

Some  figure,  therefore,  of  whatever  kind, 

Attach'd  to  each  elTentially  we  find: 

But  no  peculiar  figure,  ftill  the  fame. 

Dominion  over  any  one  can  claim ; 

When  fuch  peculiar  figure  we  explore, 

'Tis  then  an  accident,  and  nothing  more. 

G  g  So 
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So  body  can't  fubfift  without  a  place, 
Yet  needs  not  any  fpecial  l^iot  of  Space  ; 
If  it  obtain  a  fite,   'tis  equal  where, 
"Tis  the  fame  body,  whether  here,  or  there. 

Was  Epicurus  not  a  churlifli  fool, 

Bsyond  all  mifers  courting  ridicule, 

When  to  his  Seeds  (o  fparingly  he  gave 

Forms,  v/hich  fo  cheaply  he  might  ever  have  ? 

Why  did  the  hot-brain' d  forger  ceafe  to  feign  ? 

FANcy  his  Queen,  why  not  extend  her  reign  ? 

Of  Anaxagoras  why  the  fcheme  rejed. 

And  flaws  in  Homoeomery  dete6l  ?   ■ 

Why  dreams,   not  bolder  than  his  own,  refufe. 

Nor  ill  adapted  to  his  obvious  views  ? 

In  it's  capacious  womb  this  Syftem  breeds 

Heaps  without  number  of  all  kinds  of  feeds: 

Thefe  rove  for  ever  through  the  realms  of  Space, 

And,  when  they  meet,  congenial  feeds  embrace  ; 

Each,  to  the  charms  of  different  fpecies  blind. 

Enjoys  coition  only  with  it's  kind  : 

Thus  eyes  but  eyes,  thus  lips  but  lips  deflre, 

Gold  cleaves  to  gold,  and  fire  unites  with  fire. 


But 
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But  Heav'n's  Arch-Foe,  too  deeply  vers'd  in  fjaud, 
T'admit  what  prov'd  th'  exiftcncc  of  a  God, 
Well  knew  fuch  bodies  never  could  be  thought, 
Self-fprung,  felf-fafliio:i'd,   which  fo  plainly  brought 
Stamps  of  the  power,   by  whom  their  forms  were  plann'd. 
And  bore  th'  imprejflion  of  th'  almighty  hand. 
Art  then  he  wifh'd  entirely  to  fupprefs, 
His  Atoms  clo'athmg  in  the  fimplefl;  drefs ; 
So  launch'd  them  out  at  random  in  the  Void, 
And  for  a  Pilot  eyelefs  Chance  employ 'd. 

But  what  advantage  do  fuch  fcruples  gain  ? 
Feign  hardily,  whene'er  you  dare  to  feign. 
If  independence  for  your  feeds  you  claim, 
The  grofs  abfurdity  is  juft  the  fame. 
Whether  you  make  them  rude,   and  fliapelefs,  ftill, 
Or  turn'd,  and  polifh'd,   with  the  niceft  fkill. 
As  well  the  ftrenuous  Artift's  hands  mull  toil, 
Framing  a  fpade  to  till  the  ftubborn  foil. 
As  were  his  tafk  to  forge  a  gorgeous  iliield. 
Such  as  fair  Thetis'  godlike  fon  did  wield  ; 
On  which  black  Vulcan  grav'd  each  orient  ftar, 
The  arts  of  peace,  and  deeds  of  glorious  war ; 

G  g  2  Or 
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Or  that  hmi'd^TGis,  (lipp'd  in  ftygian  waves, 
Where  two  dread  fphinxcs  glare  from  advcrfe  caves ; 
While  in  the  centre,  tierce  with  iiiakcs  cntwin'd, 
Medusa's  afped  petrihes  mankind. 

Th'  erroneous  dodrine  now,  convinc'd,  explode, 
That  gave  felf-rife,  and  permanence  to  Mode. 
Matter  indeed,   (or  the  colledive  mafs, 
Or  all  the  various  parts  of  every  clafs,) 
As  furely  as  to  being  it  afpires, 
Modification  abfolute  requires : 
Not  that  it's  natural  exigencies  crave 
This,  or  that  mode,  peculiarly  to  have ; 
(For  if,  from  all  eternity  imprefs'd. 
This,  or  that  mode  it's  fubftance  had  pofTefs'd, 
By  force  innate  ;  fuch  never  could  depart, 
Compell'd  by  violence,  or  feduc'd  by  art ;) 
But  Mode  muft  ever  mingle  with  it's  frame, 
Of  what  fpecifick  fort  is  all  the  fame  : 
Then  all  thofe  modes,  which  or  at^firft  it  bore. 
And  ftill,  tenacious,  keeps  for  evermore, 
Or  v/hich,  inconflant,  oft  it  cafts  away, 
And  then  as  oft  refumes,  in  wanton  play. 


Since 
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Since  fclf  on  felf,   'tis  prov'd,   did  not  beftovv, 
It  muft  to  foine  fuperior  being  owe  : 
And  fince  it  ne'er  can  fall  to  Matter's  fharc, 
To  ftand  iinform'd,  and  of  all  hgure  bare  ; 
'Tis  clear  it  can't,  by  force  intrinflck,  ftand. 
But  owes  ev'n  Subftance  to  fome  bounteous  hand,; 
Ev'n  to  the  very  hand  that  has  beftow'd 
The  boon  of  this,  or  that,  peculiar  mode.. 
Whate'er's  obnoxious  of  itfelf  to  change,, 


r^  • 


Reafon  cannot  with  things  eternal  range  ,, 

For  it's  exiftence,  doubtlefs,   it  depends 

On  fome  high  power,   that  o'er  each  change  intends ; 

Such  is  all  Matter,  mutable,  and  frail, 

For  ever  veering,  like  the  fickle  gale  :. 

It  is  not  then  eternal ;   every  thing, 

That's  not  eternal,  did  from  nothing  fpring  : 

It  plainly  does  not,   of  itfelf,  fubfift. 

And  it  as  plainly  does,  in  fad:,  exift  : 

There  was  a  time  then,    Reafon  now  muft  fee, 

When  firft  from  nothing  it  began  to  be.. 

He,  who  on  Matter  being  did  beflow, 
Can  nought  material  in  his  elTence  know  ; 


For 
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For  ev'u  if  H).,  like  bodies,    were  combin'd 
Of  various  parts,   by  time,   and  motion,  join'd, 
Motion  had  pre-exifted  ;  and  a  caufe 
Mud  be  fought  out,    which,  by  precedent  laws, 
Difpos'd  thofe  parts,  as  to  it's  power  feem'd  right, 
And  gave  them  proper  motion,  form,   and  lite  : 
He  then  would  not  th'  eternal  being  prove, 
And  fclf-exiilent,   but  that  caufe  above. 

But  the  lirft  principle  whence  bodies  rife. 

That  native  flrength  with  being  ftill  fupplies, 

From  endlefs  ages,  is  confefs'd  by  you  ; 

It,   therefore,    muft  be  incorporeal  too  : 

God  is  that  principle,   whofe  fovereign  pow'r 

Call'd  Matter  forth,  at  his  appointed  hour  ; 

The  great  Creator,  who  preferves,  protects, 

And  all  it's  movements,   and  it's  forms  diredis, 

His  ftable  fubftance  ever  muft  endure, 

O'er  Death  triumphant,   and  from  Matter  pure. 

"  Nothing  from  Nought  proceeds,"   you  here  exclaim, 
Old  Epicurus  loudly  cries  the  fame  : 
The  Roman  Poet's  kind,   compliant  Mufe 
The  fame  unvarying  apophthegm  purfues ; 

Far 
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Far  through  the  winding  vale  the  voice  rebounds, 

When  Echo  fpreads  the  undulating  founds. 

But  while  they  {aj   that  nothing   fprings  from  nought, 

For  what  great  purpofe  is  that  maxim  brought  ? 

Mean  they  to  prove  that  earth,  and  fcas,  and  fkies. 

From  coalefcent  particles  arife  ? 

That  every  plant,   which  vegetation  breeds. 

Shoots  up  expanding  from  it's  proper  feeds  ? 

That  every  infant  creature,  born  alive. 

Does  from  a  fire  it's  fource  of  life  derive  ? 

I  don't  deny  it.      But  the  Whole  of  things,  ' 

Matter  itfelf — declare  whence  Matter  fprings : 

I've  prov'd  it  is  not  from  itfelf  it  draws 

It's  being  ;   then  it  owes  it  to  a  caufe  : 

That  caufe  in  Matter  vainly  we  explore, 

The  power  fuperior  muft  have  been  before  :  / 

Matter's  abridg'd  exiftence  thus  betray'd, 

'Twas  made  from  nothing,  for  in  fadl  'twas  made. 

How  canft  thou,  Quintius,   (hew  thyfelf  fo  weak, 
In  things  themfelves  their  origin  to  feek  ? 

O  CD 

Simplicity  in  compolition  fix'd. 

And  forms  unchangeable  in  mafl.es  mix'd  ? 

3  A  point 
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A  point  primceval,  permanent,  alone, 
Where  nought  is  fimple,  infulated,  one  ? 
There  is  a  Being,  firm  by  power  innate, 
Simple,   unchang  d,  beyond  the  reach  of  fate, 
Primaeval,  fix'd,   invariable,  immenfe, 
Supremely  infinite  in  every  fenfe. 
To  know  this  Being  does  thy  foul  defire  ? 
'Tis  God  :  in  Him  the  univerfe  require. 

Dark  is  our  road,  and  rugged  :   Defarts  bare, 
Rough  with  mifliapen  rocks,  thy  fancy  fcare. 
Not  Mnforewarn'd  thou  tread'ft  the  parching  foil. 
But  Truth's  rich  mines  fiiall  recompenfe  thy  toil. 
Recruit  thou  here  thy  fpirits :  here  take  reft  : 
Pleafure,  with  labour  purchas'd,  pleafes  beft  : 
A  paufe  from  exercife  repairs  our  force, 
And  gives  frefli  vigour  to  renew  the  courfe. 

Page  214.  line  15. 
Egregious  Godhead  !  Lord  of  light,  and  life  ! 
Whom  thou  mayft  cut,  and  mangle  with  a  knife  ! 

In  the  original, 
Egregium  Numen  !  Cultro  quod  fcindere  pojfis ! 
Surely  the  Carpinal  de  Policnac  did  not  hdisve  Tranfub/iantiaticn. 


ANTI-LUCRETIUS. 


BOOK      IV. 


rr-<   T  yr 


[    235    ] 


ANTI-LUCRET   lU   S. 


BOOK       IV. 


^  I  1  HE  weary  Traveller,  with  toilfome  pain, 

-fi-      The  mountain's  cloud-capp'd  fummit  fb-ives  to  gain, 
Forcing  o'er  rocks  abrupt  his  defperate  way, 
Till  flackening  finews  failing  ftrength  betray  ; 
Then,  much  relu6lant,  but  compell'd  to  yield, 
To  ftern  Fatigue  at  length  he  quits  the  field  ; 
O'er  the  green  turf  his  languid  limbs  he  throws. 
And  taftes  the  fweets  of  hardly-earn'd  repofe: 
Panting  from  labour  paft,  though  now  at  eafe, 
His  paths  in  pleafing  retrofpedl  he  fees, 

H  h  2  Dwells 
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Dwells  on  thofc  ftcps  which  every  nerve  employ'd, 
The  deadlieft  dangers  are  the  moft  enjoy'd  : 
Then,  fir'd,  ftarts  up,  and  forward  points  his  eyes, 
Cent  o'er  the  topmoft  pinnacle  to  rife, 
Refrern'd,  embolden'd ;  'ere  th'  attempt  begun, 
The  race  remaining  feems  already  run. 
Thus  too,  with  courage,  and  with  ftrength  renew'd, 
Be  now,  my  Friend,  our  mighty  tafk  purfued. 

While  we  advance,  behold !  the  profped:  clears, 

Reafon  darts  light,  and  darknefs  difappears; 

No  more  your  Bard's  falfe  glittering  glories  glare. 

Shorn  of  it's  beams,  the  ill-form'd  lump  lies  bare. 

Proud  of  imagin'd  triumphs  o'er  the  Gods, 

How  the  vain  Boafter  his  high  deeds  applauds  I 

How  does  he  chaunt  his  Atoms  into  day  I 

And  the  fwoln  honours  of  his  Void  difplay  ! 
Now  crown'd  with  laurels  from  victorious  toils. 
His  chariot  groaning  with  celeftial  fpoils,  i 

Th'  immortal  trophies  of  his  Sage  Divine 
He  bears  exulting  to  the  fancied  fhrine  ; 
While  Nations  charm'd  attend  his  magick  fong, 
And  vanquifli'd  Gods  in  chains  are  dragg'd  along : 

Religion 
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Religion  follows,  weeping,  captive,  bound, 
A  Choir  of  pious  Mourners  forrowing  round  ; 
Till  to  the  altar  led  the  vidim  flands. 
There  doom'd  to  fall  by  facrilegioiis  hands. 
Lo!   the  mad  Youth  in  riot  loud,  advance, 
With  fcornfid  jefts  obfcene,  and  wanton  dance. 
Scattering  perfumes  in  aromatick  fliowers, 
Strewing  their  Leader's  paths  with  purple  flowers  : 
The  blue-eyed  Cyprian  Nymphs,  a  chofen  band, 
Train'd  to  lafcivious  meafures,  hand  in  hand, 
In  bafkets  light  the  gifts  of  Bacchus  bring, 
And  all  the  blooming  fragrance  of  the  Springs. 
But  thou,  my  Quintius,  Reafon  for  thy  guide^ 
Haft  feen  the  wretched  downfall  of  his  Pride; 
Haft  feen,  with  mingled  fcorn,  furprize,  and  fhame, 
Th'  illufton  vanifti,  like  an  idle  dream  ; 
And  all  the  pompous  triumphs  of  his  Mufe 
In  empty  fmoke  their  fpurious  fplendour  lofe. 

Whence,  think'ft  thou,  principles  fo  far  from  true, 
Whofe  inconflftence  glares  upon  the  view, 
Forming  a  Syftem  fo  abfurd,  could  And 
Such  general  credit  with  abus'd  Mankind? 

Say 


2;S  ANT  I-L  U  C  R  E  T  I  U  S. 


■d 


Say,  if  thou  cnnft,   what  grand  myfterious  charm 
Could  ev'n  the  force  of  Prejudice  difarm? 
And  lead  the  Sons,   by  falfe,   delufive  fires, 
T'  abandon  altars,   reverenc'd  by  their  Sires? 
For  ne'er  had  vocal  Orpheus  happier  power. 
To  draw  the  liftening  Tygers  round  his  bower. 
To  roufe  with  harmony  th'  enchanted  woods, 
Or  foothe  to  calmnefs  Strymon's  boifterous  floods: 
Nor  yet  more  potent  was  Arion's  flrain, 
Which  led  th'  exulting  Dolphins  o'er  the  main; 
Nor  that  fam'd  Lute,  whofe  exquifite  command 
Brought  flones  obfequious  to  the  Builder's  hand. 
Till,   rais'd  by  Melody's  tranfcendent  powers. 
To  Heav'n  afpir'd  the  proud  Cadm^ean  Towers. 
Tell  me  what  baleful,   black,   funereal  Cloud 
The  mental  faculties  had  power  to  fliroud  ? 
Extinguifli  every  fpark  of  native  Light, 
And  ev'n  Truth's  brilliant  ftar  involve  in  night? — 
'Twas  fell  Desire,  that  aided  his  pretence, 
Pandar  of  Falfehood,   Paraflte  of  Senfe! 

"  Give  me,"  he  cries,    *'  a  penetrable  Space, 
"  Which  in  it's  bofom  all  things  may  embrace; 
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"  Let  the  faid  Space  be  infinite,  yet  fliew 
"  Parts  palpably  diftinguifb'd,  high  and  low; 
"  Firm  let  it  fland,  as  into  being  brought 

By  it's  own  ftrength,  and  yet  refemble  Nought: 
*  Give  me  a  Mafs  of.  Matter,  boundlefs  ftill, 

Yet  not  fufficient  boundlefs  Space  to  fill ; 
"  Atoms  congenial,  yet  of  various  kinds, 
"  Simple,  though  Figure  each  diftincl  one  bindsj 
"  Though  all  extended,  undivided  all, 
"  With,  and  without  parts,   whether  large,  or  fmall: 
"  Add  that  the  Whole  does  not  it's  Part  exceed, 
**  Let  Mode  unfteady  ftable  Substance  breed — ■ 
"  Grant  me  all  thefe,  obedient  to  my  nod,- 
"  And  ftraight  I'll  build-a  World  without  a  God/' 
No  doubt  you  may:   but  fuch  concefiions,  fure. 
The  man  who  makes,  is  mad  beyond  a  cure. 

But  fince  for  Body's  unlverfal  rife 
The  feeds  of  Matter  can't  alone  fufiice; 
Unlefs  fome  Motion  may  thofe  feeds  incline, 
In  friendly  union  clofely  to  combine: 
Suppofe  your  boafted  Latian  Bard,  ev'n  here, 
Should  bring  no  proofs,  more  cogent,  or  more  clear;. 


Shall 
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Shall  not  his  Verfe  excite  contempt  and  rage? 
Shall  not  found  Rcafon  hifs  him  off  the  ftage? 
Then,  left  the  juft,  cenforial  Rod  fhould  feem 
Slightly  to  pafs,  what  principal  you  deem, 
Though  nought  can  be  more  eafy  to  refute, 
Your  fcheme  of  Motion  fairly  we'll  difpute. 
Here  Epicurus,  in  his  frantick  fit, 
On  Error's  rock  with  wilful  rage  has  fplit: 
For,  doubting  long,  and  ftudying  for  a  caufe, 
To  give  th'  atomick  fabled  Motion  laws, 
(While  in  themfelves  the  principle  he  fought, 
That  the  whole  mechanifm  of  movement  wrought, 
And  knew,   occafions  frequent  to  fupply, 
Connexions  various  for  his  Seeds  to  try, 
Wafted  by  gales,  or  buffetted  by  ftorms. 
Their  motions  fliould  be  divers  as  their  forms,) 
One  Power,  at  length,   obedient  to  his  call, 
Rifes  fufficient  to  condu6l  them  all : 
That  Power  is  Gravity  ;   fo  clofe  allied, 
To  Matter's  ample  mafs  fo  firmly  tied, 
That  from  it's  effcnce  neither  force,  nor  art, 
Can  e'er  prevail  this  property  to  part ; 
Weight  the  minuteft  particle  attends, 
-And  with  it's  being  intimately  blends. 
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When  firft  Democritus  this  dodrine  tauohr. 

Which  from  Leucippus  handed  down  he  caught, 

But  which  originally  took  it's  rife 

From  MoscHus,  born  beneath  Ph^nician  /kies, 

The  anfwerwas,   "  Such  Motion  ne'er  could  brina 

*'  Atoms  in  fond  fociety  to  cling  ; 

*'  Ne'er  could  they  bound,  recoiling  from  the  fhock. 
Nor  e'er  in  ftrid;  embrace  together  lock : 
Doom'd  in  lines  ever  parallel  to  fall, 

"  Dire6tions  {imilar  muft  guide  them  all; 

<'   Thofe  to  the  iirfl:  defcending  rank  aflign'd 

*'  Could  never  wait  for  thofe  detain'd  behind  ; 

"  Thus,  each  purfuing  ftill  it's  fcparate  flight, 

"  Occaflon  ne'er  could  offer  to  unite." 

Could  fuch  objediions  credit  hope  to  win  ? — 

The  Laughing  Sage  had  folv'd  them  with  a  crin; 

His  only  argument  was  Ridicule, 

The  wife  man's  Sport,  the  Logick  of  a  fool : 

A  grave  reply  had  here  been  thrown  away, 

As  darknefs  flies  before  meridian  day.  •    ' 

All  things  of  Weight,  by  never  changing  laws, 

Fall  down  direct,  without  fome  hindering  caufet 

But  in  pure  Vacuum  what  could  e'er  prevent  ' 

The  natural  bias  of  their  fix'd  defcent } 

I  i  When 
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When  Rain  defcends,  untroubled  by  the  wind, 

The  drop  before  arrefts  not  that  behind ; 

Nor  does  the  laft,  rebounding,  backward  fly, 

And  feek,  repell'd,  it's  ftation  in  the  fky  : 

Nor  can  one  drop  with  thofe  tranfverfe  ones  blend. 

Which  toward  the  earth  with  equal  fwiftnefs  tend  ; 

Each  keeps  it's  perpendicular  alike, 

Lines  parallel  can  ne'er  each  other  ftrike. 

All  thefe  objedlions  Epicurus  faw, 

And  gave  his  Seeds  a  new-invented  law  : 

From  paths  direcfl,"  he  fays,  "  they  all  decline, 
Straight  is  their  Motion,  but  oblique  the  line." 
Thus,  plum'd  with  viftory  in  his  own  conceit. 
He  yields  his  Atoms  ample  room  to  meet  5 
With  fenfe  far  flirewder  than  his  Scoffing  Guide, 
For  every  chance  his  prudent  cares  provide : 
Detorted  thus,   he  bids  them  all  obey, 
And  fliape  their  courfe  where  Nature  points  the  way. 

'Twere  mean  unfairnefs.  to  upbraid  the  Man, 
With  inconfiflence,  in  another's  plan  ; 
He  owns  the  errors,  which  he  ftrives  to  mend. 
Nor  (hould  he  fuffer  for  his  raving  Friend : 
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In  peace  the  blunders  obfolete  may  reft, 

The  Scheme  improv'd  is  what  I  bring  to  teft. 

'Tis  falfe,  and  ufelefs :  for  the  Atoms  all 

Either  with  like  declenfion  freely  fall, 

Their  way  purfuing  ftill  with  equal  force, 

And  fhape  in  fteady  parallels  their  courfe; 

No  point's  then  gain'd,  the  obftacle's  the  fame, 

Body  the  Seeds  can  never  join  to  frame : 

Orfome  obliquely  fall,  and  fome  dired; 

In  motion  thus  a  difference  we  detedl. 

As  in  their  forms;  it's  fix'd  department  each 

Has,  beyond  which  it's  influence  cannot  reach  ; 

Th'  Atomick  Hoft  in  feparate  troops  divides, 

One  falls  dired,  and  one  obliquely  Aides. 

Their  natures  like,  unconfcious  of  a  caufe. 

What  power  can  give  their  various  movement  laws  ? 

Things  with  the  fame  mobility  endued, 

With  homogeneous  qualities  imbued. 

To  no  Prime  Mover  which  their  motion  owe. 

Can't,  in  it's  modes,  the  flighted  variance  know. 

O  Epicurus  !  fliould  Religion  breed. 
And  nurfe  fuch  monftrous  doctrines  in  her  Creed, 

li  2  r^ow 
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How  woiildft  thou  triumph  o'er  her  fons  forlorn ! 

How  wouldft  thou  laugh  Credulity  to  fcorn  ! 

Mother  of  Ills  file's  falfely  call'd  by  thee. 

Mother  of  Errors,  then,  fhe'd  truly  be! 

How  doft  thou  turn,  obfcquious  to  thy  will^ 

Matter's  hrft  feeds,  the  produce  of  thy  flcill! 

Why  fmce  thou  bl-ulli'd  not  on  them  to  defcribcj.. 

Though  undivided,  Figures  of  each  tribe, 

Didfl:  thou  not  venture  boldly  to  endue 

Thefe  favour'd  feeds  with  many  Movements  too  ?• 

For  juft  as  well  thou  mightft  have  made  them  wind:, 

In  every  curve  of  every  different  kind  ; 

Have  bid  thern  round  fictitious  axes  roll. 

And  glibly  wheeling  feek  the  deftin'd  goal  y 

Commanded  fome  in  fpiral  form  to  curl,. 

Others  in  orbits  circular  to  whirl ; 

Made  thefe  like  lightning  cleave  th'  unfathom'd  deep,. 

While  thofe  like  fnakes  voluminouHy  creep  , 

Weav'd  them  in  webs,  or  network  e'er  fo  fine, 

As  flightly  bent  them  from  the  natural  line. 

Nature's  allegiance  thou  withdraw'ft  from  God, 

The  Slave  is  thine,  and  trembles  at  thy  nod. 

A  felf-inthron'd,  almighty  Sovereign,  thou 

Wouldfl  rule  the  Univerfe,   but  know'ft  not  how. 
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O  !  vain  Ufurper  !  quit  thy  ftate,  and  deign 
To  learn  to  govern,  'ere  thou  hop' ft  to  reign. 
Shall  crown'd  Omnipotence,  in  bafhful  guifc, 
Manage  v/ith  frugal  care  immenfe  fupplies  ? 
Atoms,  the  beft  belov'd  of  thy  command, 
Are  drefs'd  in  Figures  with  a  fparing  hand  ; 
Still  more  confin'd  their  Motion,   which  requires 
Change  without  end,  to  anfwer  thy  delires : 
Mix'd  multitudes,  fo  adverfe,  and  unlike, 
In  all  directions  fliould  each  other  ftrikc, 
Encountering,  fide  with  fide,  above,  below. 
That  from  fuch  concourfe  Bodies  firm  miQ-ht  crovv'o 
What  though  the  martial  Hoft,  in  firm  array, 
It's  gorgeous  banners  to  the  fun  difplay, 
Hurl  proud  defiance  through  the  world  afar. 
Breathe  burning  vengeance,  and  provoke  the  war  ? 
Vain  is  it's  ardour,  vain  it's  vaunted  force, 
Vain  the  clofe-phalanx'd  order  of  it's  courfe ; 
Unlefs,  to  roufe  fierce  battle's  dire  alarms, 
Some  adverfe  Hoft  oppofe  contending  arms. 
Unftay'd  by  dams,  no  ftop  the  Current  knows, 
But,  free  from  obftacle,  for  ever  flows. 

Think'fl 


246  ANT  I-L  U  C  R  E  T  I  U  S. 

Think'il:  thou  to  anfwer  thus?   "  The  fault's  not  mine: 
"  Atoms  muft  ever  keep  their  native  line: 
"  In  eflcnce  like,   fpontaneous  in  defcent, 
*'  Their  courfe  can't  vary,  though  it  may  be  bent.'* 
I  know  it  cannot.     Then  refolve  me,  why    . 
Part  fall  dire6l,  and  part  obliquely  fly? 
Does  Reafon  only  on  thy  Will  depend  ?  — 
Their  Courfe  may  vary,   jull  as  well  as  bend. 
Wanting  to  build  a  World  without  a  God, 
The  tale  had  been  more  ufeful,   not  more  odd. 
Say,  why  your  Syftem  it's  own  beauty  flains? 
Is  Error  pleas'd  to  forge  her  proper  chains? 
You  hold  your  Atoms  hurried  through  the  Void, 

No  force  but  their  intrinfick  weight  employ'd; 

And  at  the  fame  time  fairly  you  confefs, 

All  falling  bodies  toward  the  Nadir  prefs. 

In  a  direcl,  and  perpendicular  line, 

Unlcfs  feme  others  force  them  to  decline: 

But  you,   th'  identick,  individual  Man, 

Wholely  forgetting  your  oflenfive  plan. 

Command  thefe  Atoms,   unimpeded  all, 

In  lines  oblique,   fpontaneoufly,   to  fall. 

Yet  Fools  there  are,  impalpable  to  fhame, 

O  EncuRus,   who  adore  thy  name! 

Wh( 
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Who  think  thy  dodlrine  Reafon's  nobleft  feaft, 

Thyfelf  Truth's  oracle,  and  Nature's  prreft! 

Where  do  thefe  troops  confus'd  of  atoms  tend? 

Chufe  they  their  courfe?  or  does  the  vacuum  bend 

It's  weak  direction?  or  is  it  the  Have 

Of  winds  broke  loofe  from  fome  iEoLiAN  cave? 

Doft  thou  not  fee,   (as  late  of  Figures  fliewn,) 

That  nought  felf-fprung,   and  which  fubfiRs  alone, 

Can  any  attribute  eflential  claim, 

Unlefs  NecefHty  imprint  the  fame? 

If  any,  therefore,  of  th'  atomick  tribe 

Lines  perpendicular  you  make  defcribe. 

It  follows  unavoidably  that  all. 

Without  exception,   muft  diredtly  fall: 

If  an  inflexion  you  would  give  to  fome. 

Straightway  infledled  they  muft  all  become. 

Since,  therefore,  every  fingle  atom  may, 

Thyfelf  the  judge,  be  carried  either  way, 

'Tis  by  the  faireft  inference  confefs'd. 

Neither  is  by  NecefHty  imprefs'd. 

To  fay  that  one's  congenial,  t'  other  not, 

Would  pafs  the  folTy  of  the  fillieft  fot: 

Saift  thou  they're  both  eflential  ? —  Where's  the  word 

Can  brand  a  thought  fo  glaringly  abfurd  ? 

Add 
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Add  that  a  Movement  then  is  call'd  oblique, 
When  the  fix'd  point  it  comes  from  does  not  ftrike 
Our  eyes  as  oppoiite,   though,   but  to  fight, 
The  line  of  motion  be  exadly  right. 
Along  the  fide  contiguous  of  a  Square, 
Behold,   I  caft  my  eye,  and  ftraight  declare. 
Whatever  does  in  that  fame  line  project, 
Is  perpendicular,   and  moves  dired: 
By  the  diagonal  whatever  moves, 
Although,   when  fcrutiniz'd,   direct  it  proves, 
Yet,  as  my  fight  it  don't  direftly  flrike. 
It's  courfe  I  fuddenly  pronounce  oblique: 
But,   viewing  this  diagonal's  extreme, 
A  total  change  is  wrought  in  all  the  fcheme; 
For,  then,   whatever  moves  along  the  fide 
Seems  in  a  tranfverfe  track  oblique  to  glide; 
W^hile  what  diagonally  takes  it's  flight. 
Looks,   as  in  fact  it  is,  precifely  right. 
Thus  do  til'  Equator,  and  th'  Ecliptick  line, 
Each  toward  the  other,   mutually  incline. 
When  Reafon  comes  Obliquity  t'  explain, 
That  rare  invention,  which  makes  thee  fo  vain. 
From  perfe£l  Rectitude  it  will  be  found 
To  bear  a  diflerence,  not  in  fenfe,  but  found: 


For 
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For  all  the  variance  merely  does  arife 

From  this,  or  that,  dirediion  of  our  eyes; 

Which,  aiming  at  a  point,  and  fixing  there, 

All  kinds  of  motion  with  that  point  compare. 

But  canft  thou  e'er  pretend  to  f?^y,   from  whence 

An  atom  parted,  in  a  void  immenfe? 

Or,  in  a  gulph  fo  vaft,  which  no  where  ends, 

Canfl:  thou  determine  where  an  atom  tends? 

Say,  by  what  law,  what  fign,   in  what  refpe(5t, 

Canft  thou  pronounce  their  motion's  line  diredl? 

Say,   by  what  rule  of  reditude,  alike, 

Canft  thou  declare  their  motion's  line  oblique? 

What  madnefs  feiz'd  thee,   labouring  hard  to  build 

A  Tower,  by  Time's  rude  hand  untaught  to  yield. 

To  lay  fo  flightly  the  foundation- ftone. 

Which  once  difplac'd,  the  ftru£lure's  all  o'erthrown? 

"  My  Seeds,"  you  cry,  "  from  boundlefs  Space  defcend, 
**  By  Gravity,  and  toward  earth's  centre  tend." 
A  circle,  thus,   you  make  of  boundlefs  Space, 
In  which  Earth  occupies  the  central  place. 
But  this  conceit,   by  fliamelefs  Error  mov'd, 
Falfe,  and  abfurd,  already  has  been  prov'd. 

K  k  Yet 
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Ytt  take  th'  indulgence;   ev'n  fuppofe  it  true, 

What  profit  thence  will  to  your  fcheme  accrue? 

When  lines  to  centre  from  circumference  fall, 

The  right  you'll  find  the  fliortefl  line  of  all; 

Diftort  it  e'er  fo  little  in  it's  way, 

So  far  it  from  the  centre  goes  aftray: 

If  you  your  Atoms,   therefore,   turn  ande. 

As  through  infinity  of  Space  they  glide 

From  age  to  age,   the  chord  then  of  an  arch. 

And  not  a  radius,  rnufi:  denote  their  march : 

Such  fliock  their  Gravity  can  not  furvive. 

Nor  at  the  centre  will  they  e'er  arrive  ; 

But  wandering  lawlefs,   in  an  endlefs  maze. 

No  rule  can  meafure  their  diftradled  ways. 

Egregious  blunder!   firft,   to  draw  a  line 

Apt  for  your  Seeds,  then  force  them  to  decline! 

To  lay  on  all  your  abfolute  commands, 

Then  thwart  your  purpofe  with  your  proper  hands! 

Is  this  the  flimfy  covering  thou  haft  got, 

To  hide  from  view  the  Grinning  Sage's  blot! 

By  a  worfe  fault  a  former  fault's  retriev'd ; 

Thus  tvv^ice  thyfelf  thou  'aft  fruitlefsly  deceiv'd. 
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Poor  as  fuch  reafoning  is,  more  futile  ftill 

Is  what  thy  dreams  have  grounded  on  Free  Will; 

Striving  t'  eftablifh  this  fiAitious  plan 

Of  motion,   on  Free  Agency  in  man. 

Thy  Logick's  new,   and  curious:    "  Man  is  free, 

"  Rules  all  his  adtions  by  his  own  decree: 

**  Atoms  then  fall  oblique;   for,   once  bereave 

*'  Them  of  that  motion,   and  Man's  Will's  a  flavc." 

But  this  Obliquenefs  has  by  proofs  been  {liewn 

A  mere  abfurd  chimaera  of  thine  own: 

Should  I,   howe'er,   my  reafon  facrifice. 

Yet  from  fuch  root  Free  Will  could  never  rife: 

Granting  that  Atoms  all  diverge,  what  then? 
Can  hence  flow  freedom  of  the  will  to  Men? 
What  hidden  knot  thefe  propofltions  ties? 
Sure  their  connection  has  efcap'd  mine  eyes. 
Nay,   I  go  further;   and  I  dare  maintain 
The  ftridlly  oppofite  conclulion  plain: 
For,   if  the  Atoms,   tumbling  through  the  void, 
No  foreign  force,  no  outward  caufe  employ'd, 
By  ftrength  innate  defert  the  forward  line, 
'Tis  through  neceflity  they  all  decline: 
Or,   if  by  choice  this  devious  route  they  take, 
By  choice  the  line  of  reditude  forfake, 

K  k   2  Freedom 
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Freedom  they  boaft,   and  may  communicate 
Freedom  to  bodies,  which  their  links  create: 
To  Man  this  honour  is  not  then  confin'd, 
Which  yet  ev'n  you  appropriate  to  the  Mindj 
But  every  fort  of  Body  that  we  fee 
Enjoys  the  fime  pretenfion  to  be  free. 
Water  will  not,   by  Gravity  betray'd, 
Headlong,  at  all  times,  urge  the  ileep  cafcade  ; 
But  on  the  precipice  collecfled  ftand. 
And  crown  the  fummit  of  the  higheft  land. 
Sometimes  o'er  ftraw  th'  innoxious  Flames  will  rove. 
And  fpare  the  tender  objcdls  of  their  love  ; 
Yet  the  black  foreft  haften  to  confume, 
And  rife  triumphant,  glorying  in  it's  doom. 
Yon  folid  Stone,  which  has  withftood  the  rage 
Of  time,  and  tempeft,  firm  through  many  an  age, 
Mov'd  of  itfelf,  fpontaneoufly  will  fall, 
And  quit  the  lofty  tower's  afpiring  wall. 
Through  mere  difguft  at  being  plac'd  fo  high, 
Proudly  preferring  Parent  Earth  to  fky. 
Pleafe  it  the  Sun,  the  Sun  will  never  rife; 
Pleafc  it  the  Moon,  the  Moon  her  light  denies. 
Through  the  vafl:  Univerfe  whate'er  you  view, 
Think  now  no  more  from  accident  it  grew, 
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Nor  from  eflential,  neceflary  force, 

Nor  yet  from  motion's  vague,  precarious  courfe  : 

But  own,  convinc'd,  that  certainly  it  fprings. 

From  the  will,  pleafure,  or  caprice  ot  things ; 

If  it  be  true  that  Nature's  lavifli  hand 

Has  pour'd  profufely,  through  her  wide  command, 

To  every  creature  Man's  elective  pow'rs. 

Nor  fondly  made  th'  exclulive  bleffing  our's. 

But,  while  thus  prodigally  you  beflGv.^ 
Freedom  alike  on  all,  why  Man's  o'erthrow^  ? 
Well  if  my  faithful  memory  can  retain 
Th'  infernal  doctrines  of  the  fed:  prophane, 
This  is  the  Creed  their  Prophet  once  did  preach, 
This  is  the  Creed  his  Proselytes  ftill  teach  : 
*'  Whate'er  Man  does,  though  ftrongly  he  believes 
"   He  could  omit  it,  he  himfelf  deceives  ; 
"   For  it  is  done  by  matter's  force  alone, 
*'  By  movements  dark,  and  impulfes  unknov/n. 
"  Nor  could  it  have  been  otherwife:  becaufe, 
"  All  Motion's  guided  by  Atomick  Laws : 
"   From  Man  as  ftridl  obedience  they  require, 
"  As  from  his  Haves,  earth,  water,  air,  and  fire  : 
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"  Now  Atoms  do  not,  of  free  choice,  embrace 

'<■  Til'  oblique,  or  ftraight,  direaion  of  their  race." 

'Tis  C'.carly,  then,  inevitable  Fate, 

Which  rules  that  World  it's  power  did  firfl  create  ; 

Almighty  Fate,  by  Poets  rais'd  above 

The  cloud-compelling  Majefty  of  Jove  : 

'Tis  Fate  you  bid  the  Univerfe  obey, 

Howe'er  affeding  to  deteft  her  fway, 

When  all  creative  force  your  fcheme  afTigns 

To  Matter's  Motion,  bent  in  tranfverfe  lines ; 

And  makes  that  Weight,  by  which  your  atoms  fall. 

The  arand,  fupreme,  primaeval  caufe  of  all. 

Thus  not  with  Man  alone  Fate's  empire  ends, 
But  o'er  all  things,  and  all  events  extends. 
Hence  Chance  muft  fall,  whom  you  created  King, 
The  Sire  of  Gods,  and  Men,  and  every  thing : 
Where  can  the  Monarch's  throne  be  fix'd  by  thee, 
If  nothing  happens,  but  what  needs  muft  be? 
Thofe  boafted  elements,  which  form  the  world, 
By  your  ftrong  arm  through  boundlefs  vacuum  hurl'd, 
W^hich  you  defer ibe  conneded  in  their  courfe. 
By  meeting,  fuddenly,  with  equal  force. 

Contain 
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Contain  a  certain  caufe,  that  latent  lies, 
Diredls  their  progrefs,  and  cements  their  ties : 
Which  ftanding,  every  atom  must  be  join'd 
To  that  with  which  already  'tis  combined. 
Such  is  their  law :   becaufe  each  falling  feed 
JMufl  meet  another  driv'n  with  equal  fpeed  ; 
And  each  muft,  in  fome  ftated  point  of  fpace, 
Another  driv'n  in  equal  time  embrace. 
If  each  be  with  a  figure  apt  fupplied, 
No  force,  nor  cunning,  can  their  bonds  divide : 
If  it  be  otherwife,   'tis  ju ft  as  clear, 
No  force,  nor  art,  can  bring  them  to  adhere. 
And,  lince  each  compofition,  you  can  make, 
Th'  ingredients'  nature  ever  muft  partake. 
From  your  own  principles  it  follows  plain, 
That  o'er  all  beings  Destiny  muft  reign  ; 
No  power  the  fceptre  from  her  hand  can  tear, 
Nor  in  her  fway  can  Fortune  claim  a  fliare  : 
Nor  refts  a  fpark  of  Liberty  with  Man, 
If  fram'd  according  to  th'  atomick  plan. 
But  let  no  longer  defperate  Error  rave ; 
The  haughty  Will  difdains  to  be  a  flave : 
Queen  of  herfelf,  and  confcious  of  her  right. 
She  holds  her  empire  firm,  in  Fate's  defpite  ; 

Scorning 
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Scorning  the  iron-handed  Tyrant's  frown, 

On  Freedom's  bafis  fhe  fupports  her  crown. 

Shall  then  a  Being,  fraught  with  gifts  like  thefe, 

Be  form'd  as  Chance,  and  juftling  Atoms  pleafe? 

Shall  Cne  not  rife  in  rank  fiiperior  far 

To  fcnfelcfs  Matter,   with  itfelf  at  war  ?— 

This  difqiiiiition  here  I  leave  behind, 

Till  I  fhall  treat,  exprefsly,  of  the  Mind. 

It  now  fafnceth  amply  to  have  fliev/n. 

That  from  your  Motion  nought  could  e'er  h^ve  grown  : 

Eecaufe,  whatever  lines  your  feeds  defjribc, 

Whether  dired",  or  of  the  tranfverfe  tribe, 

They  never  can  be  link'd  by  any  chains : 

No  profit,  then,  your  forced  Declension  gains. 

*'  But  grant  unequal  Swiftness  to  the  feeds, 
"   What  bands,"  you  fay,  "  that  one  conceffion  breeds! 
"  Such  vv-as  the  thought  that  did  Gassendi  flrike,    . 
*'   He  fancied  their  Velocities  unLke  : 
"  That  fole  addition  to  th'  imperfed  fchemes 
"   Of  either  Sage,  v/ith  worlds  in  embryo  teems ; 
*'   Atoms,  by  it,  may  form  unnumber'd  ties, 
"   And  to  new  beings  every  where  give  rife. 
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For,  while  in  thick  prolifick  Hiowers  they  all 
Through  the  wafte  void  with  various  quicknefs  fall, 
A  nimbler  feed  behind  may  foon  explore 

*'  The  diftance  travers'd  by  a  feed  before; 

*'  Then,  rudely  grafping,  form  one  common  ftem, 

"  And  feize  on  others,  or  be  feiz'd  by  them." 

Why  was,  alas!   this  fhining  light  conceal'd 

From  him  who  firft  th'  atomick  race  reveal'd? 

Then  Epicurus  had  not  been  conftrain'd 

His  lame  abfurd  Divergement  to  have  feign'd, 

To  drag  his  feeds  athwart  through  open  fpace, 

Incurring  moft  ridiculous  difgrace. 

*'   Rous'd  by  the  huntfman's  fliouts,  and  clangorous  horil) 

"  When  pale  Aurora  ufliers  in  the  morn, 

"  The  fcented  Hounds  o'er  hills  and  vallies  fly, 

"  While  Woods,  and  rocks,  refound  th'  harmonious  cry ; 

"  The  panting  Stag,  now  cover'd,  now  in  view> 

"  With  unremitted  ardour  they  purfue; 

"   All  keen  alike,  not  all  of  equal  fpeed, 

*'  The  flower  follow,  where  the  fwifter  lead  ; 

<'  Thefe  firft  o'ertaking  feize  the  trembling  fpoil, 

*'   And  reap  the  bloody  harveft  of  their  toil. 

"  The  murderous  Hawk,  fwift  darting  from  above, 

*'  Gripes  in  his  cruel  fangs  the  fluttering  Dove ; 

LI  "  With 
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With  fliarpen'cl  wing  in  vain  fhe  'ad  urg'd  her  way, 
Grafp'd  by  the  plunderer's  claws,  an  eafy  prey. 
So  may  fome  Atoms,  nimbler  as  they  go, 
O'ertake  thofe  feeds,  whofe  progrefs  is  more  flow  ; 
And,  clofely  clafping,  lock  them  in  their  arms, 
As  if  enamour'd  of  their  bafhful  charms." 

Vain's  the  evafion  here  Gassendi  tries, 
Nor  to  the  convidt  Sophist  aid  fupplies: 
Who  Atoms  felf-created  ftrove  to  prove. 
And  taught  that  only  of  themfelves  they  move; 
In  effence  like  proclaim'd  them  all  to  be. 
Though  in  their  figures  they  might  difagree... 
For,   if  one  individual  of  them  all 
Fafter,   or  flower,   be  perceiv'd  to  fall; 
If  one  behind  e'er  reaches  one  before. 
Their  eflence  can  be  call'd  alike  no  more. 
What  caufe  this  new  diftinftion  has  fupplied? 
Lent  wings  to. thofe,   and  yet  to  thefe  denied? 
''  I  may  fuppofe  them  all,"  you  anfwer  flraight, 
*■'■  As  in  their  Figures  various,   fo  in  Weight." 
Suppofe  you  cannot  what  I've  prov'd  untrue, 
If  to  no  parent's  care  their  birth  be  due :, 
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Tis  prov'd.  of  Figures;   what  of  Weight  you  fay, 
From  reafon's  rule  goes  juft  as  far  aftray. 
All  body's  Weight's  proportion'd  to  it's  Mafs: 
Some  atoms,   therefore,   muft  in  bulk  furpafs 
Their  dwarfifh  brethren,   if  in  weight  they  feel 
The  flightefh  variance  motion  can  reveal. 
And,   being  form'd  of  parts,  as  hath  been  fhewn, 
The  heavy  feed  of  numerous  parts  is  grown; 
While  every  light  one  evidently  grew 
A  puny  compolition  of  but  few. 
The  General  Mother,   thus,  you  dare  accufe, 
Of  narrow  prejudice,  and  partial  views; 
That,   not  alike  beneficent  to  all, 
She  gluts  the  larger  feeds,   and  ftarves  the  fmall. 
I  grant  you,   if  they  recognize  a  caufe, 
They  may  be  govern'd  by  unequal  laws ; 
For  fo  are  all  the  bodies  that  we  fee : 
If  they  do  not,   fuch  variance  cannot  be. 

Nay,  ev'n  though  different  Weights  thou  fhouldft  affign 
To  thofe  imagin'd  principles  of  thine, 
In  vacuo  falling,   free  from  all  controul. 
At  the  fame  inftant  all  muft  reach  the  goal. 

L  1  2  Pumi 
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Pump  from  a  hollow  cylinder  the  air. 

And  then  let  fall  a  ftone,  and  feather,  there; 

The  ftone,  and  feather,   will,   v/ith  equal  pacCj 

Keep  the  direftion  of  their  headlong  race. 

In  open  air,^  the  air  they've  both,  tci  cleave 

Varies  their  fwiftnefs,  as  we  well  perceive. 

Giving  the  feather,   certainly  thou  It  own. 

Longer,  and  more,  refiilance  than  the  ftone. 

But  nought,  ia  pafllve,   pure,  and  perfed;  Void„ 

Can  for  fuch  purpofe  ewer  be  employ'd;. 

Gaping  wide  open,,  leudly  it  devours 

The  fruitful  fulnefs  of  th'  atoniick  fliow'rs.,. 

Befides,  from  endlefs  ages  if  they  fall,, 

Ruiliing  through  trad:s  imnienfe  together  allj. 

In  firm  array  their  march  they  muft  explore. 

None  can  be  tardy,   none  can  run  before. 

Say,   by  what  bolts,  or  bars,  are  thofe  confin'd,,  j 

Which  in  the  void  you  feign  to  lag  behind  ?  1 

Saift  thou  the  coaft  they're  launch'd  from's  more  remote-^. 

Than  that  from  whence  the  fir  ft  were  fet  afloat? 

Or  v/ere  they  later  fent  through  the  profound,. 

Than  thofe  that  fooner  reach  the  deftin'd  bound?  j 

But  who  can  dare,   on  any  fond  pretence,,  -1 

Meafure  finite  t'  apply  to  Space  immenfe? 

Meafure 
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Meafure  finite  who  can,  without  a  crime 

'Gainft  common  fenfe,   apply  to  endlefs  Time? 

Points  round  the  centre  fix'd  (hall  I  believe, 

When  ev'n  the  centre's  felf  I  can't  conceive? 

Thou  fecond  Daedalus!  thyfelf  haft  made 

A  labyrinth  where  thy  footfteps  are  betray'd  j. 

Whofe  folds  inextricable  firmly  bind 

The  fetter'd  rafhnefs  of  thy  rambling  mind. 

You  fay,  and  there  precifely  we  agree, 

In  Space  immenfe  ilo  central  point  can  be  : 

Yet  now,  to  give  the  larger  bodies  birth. 

And  fafhion  fun,  moon,  planets,  ftars,  and  earth,. 

You  fay  your  Atoms,  hurrying  through  the  fky,. 

Strongly  attra<fted,  to  the  centre  fly. 

No  centre,  yet  a  centre  all  the  while  ! — 

Such  contradidlion  who  can  reconcile? 

Should  I  fuppofe,  (for  purpofe  of  debate,) 
That  Atoms  differ  in  their  form,  or  weight. 
In  divers  ranks  acknowledge  them  to  clafs. 
And  vary  their  velocity,  and  mafs. 
Admit  they  all  to  one  fix'd  centre  tend, 
V/hich  having  gain'd,  their  fcveral  movements  Qiid.; 


Still 
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Still  they  could  not,   To  modihed,  agree 

To  form  the  World  in  falliion  as  we  fee. 

For  where  wouldd  thou  this  common  centre  fix  ? 

Where  the  materials  of  thy  fabrick.  mix  ? 

la  midft  of  Earth  no  doubt :  as  you  declare 

The  kernel  of  the  Univerfe  is  there  ; 

To  which  the  groffer  particles  fubfidc, 

And  there,  as  dregs,  their  heavy  foulnefs  hide. 

To  this,  then,  all  the  hoft  feminious  cleaves, 

And  Vacuum's  wide  deferted  empire  leaves ; 

Thofe  feeds  efpecially,  with  briftles  rough, 

Or  hooks,  to  make  th'  united  mafs  more  tough, 

Whofe  parent  fway  the  mineral  kingdom  owns, 

And  whence,  you  teach  us,  fand  is  fram'd,  and  ftones 

Thither  in  crowds  the  globules  alfo  flow, 

Which  on  fwift  ftreams  fluidity  beftow : 

Nor  can  fuch  various  concourfe  ever  ceafe, 

For  inbred  motion  never  is  at  peace ; 

And  grant  it  endlcfs,  in  your  own  defence. 

Since  you  have  made  their  multitudes  immenfe. 

Urg'd  by  the  conftant  preflure  of  their  weight, 

Thus,  Atoms  ever  muft* accumulate  ; 

Increas'd  by  fuch  accumula.cion,   far. 

The  Earth  fliouid  fvvell  beyond  the  furthefl:  flar. 
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Why  is  it,  then,  in  Hwirrow  limits  bound  ? 

Why  does  it  fuffcr  bodies  to  be  found. 

Such  as  the  Sun,  and  each  celeftial  fphere, 

Form'd  on  the  felf  fame  principle  elfewhere  ? 

To  frame  thofe  bodies  as  their  bulk  required, 

What  heaps  of  elements  mufk  have  confpir'd  ! 

Why  has  the  Moon,  as  furely  as  the  Earth, 

From  crook'd  and  jagged  feeds  deriv'd  her  birth? 

Why  too  does  Saturn,  with  his  brilliant  ring, 

Why  mighty  Jove  of  lefTer  ftars  the  king. 

Why  Mars,  why  Mercury,  or,  yet  more  rare, 

Comets  the  fame  grand  fource  of  being  (hare  ? 

As  many  Stars  as  gild  th'  ethereal  plain 

So  many  Centres  muft  the  World  contain. 

How  has  difmember'd  Gravity  been  torn,. 

Thus  through  the  Void  in  mangled  fragments  borne !' 

What  idle  reveries  !  what  diftracted  dreams  1 

What  wild  confuHon  ! — ^^  Centres,  and  Extremes  ? 

Without  a  Centre,  farewell  Gravity  ; 
No  Centre,  where  no  Vortex  is,  can  be: 
And  every  Vortex  ftill  muft  prefuppofe . 
Some  liquid  body,  which  for  ever  flows. 
If  Weight  be,  then,  th'  occafion  of  their  fall. 
In  different  Vortices  the  Atoms  all 

Should 
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Should  be  diflributed,  then  fairly  tend 
To  difxl^rent  centres,  to  atchieve  your  end  : 
They  might  form  iep^rate  mafTes,  thus  employed ; 
But  how  can  this  be,  in  your  tranquil  void  ? 

Before  your  Seeds  with  Gravity  are  fraught, 
And  thus  to  feek  a  centre  can  be  brought, 
A  pre-exifling  fluid  muft  be  found, 
With  agitation  paufelefs  whirling  round  : 
But,   fince  your  faith  afiumes,   that  every  thing 
Did  from  precipitated  Atoms  fpring, 
Th'  atomick  motion  muft  have  been  before. 
Or  they're  the  principles  of  things  no  more: 
Thus  ftripp'd  at  once  of  all  the  means  we  know, 
That  can  on  bodies  Gravity  beftow. 
Through  vaft  vacuity  they  wander  blind. 
Nor  a  point  central,   either  feek,   or  find. 
Some  truths,   befides,  at  large  I  did  explain, 
When  to  Infinitude  I  tun'd  my  ftrain. 
Which  now  I  briefly  to  thy  mind  recall, 
Left  from  it's  ftores  eftablifli'd  proofs  ftiould  fall  : 
Be  it  confefs'd  then,  in  unbounded  Space, 
That  Weight,  no  more  than  Meafure,  can  have  place ; 
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For  there's  no  ftated  term  to  mark  dcfccnt, 

No  high,  no  low  parts,  through  it's  whole  extent : 

Thefe  great  deficiencies  moft  clearly  prove, 

Your  Atoms  neither  up,  nor  down,  can  move. 

Thus  cramp'd,  and  Ictter'd,  they  i enounce  their  Weight, 

And  all  become,  like  Berkeley,  jixcl  as  Fate: 

For  'tis  a  fettled  tenet  of  your  Creed, 

That  Motion  does  from  Weight  alone  proceed. 

Th-us  your  weak  feeds  at  reft  muft  ever  lie, 

And,  even  though  they  mov'd,  could  form  no  tic. 

Now  the  fam'd  Syftem  of  your  Bard  review ! 

Proof  brands  as  falfe,  what  Fancy  painted  true  : 

Nav,  did  his  paltry  premiiTes  prevail, 

Each  lame  conclufion  thence  deduc'd  would  fail. 

Oft  are  our  eyes  by  magick  charms  deceiv'd, 
Pleafing  delufion's  eafily  believ'd. 
Thus  nimble-finger'd  Jugglers  have  the  flight, 
By  rapid  change  t'  elude  th'  aftonifh'd  fight : 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  flying  wand  they  turn, 
Fire  feems  to  freeze,  and  water  feems  to  burn  ; 
A  fluttering  Pigeon  by  the  Enchanter  fliewn, 
Strange  metamorphofe  I  hardens  to  a  flone : 

M  m  Beard, 


266  ANTI-LUCRETiUS. 

Beardj  voice,  and  gefturc,  aid  the  covert  fraud, 

While  credulous  fools  each  dexterous  cheat  applaud ; 

And  open-mouth'd  in  ftupid  ignorance  gaze. 

Till  the  trick  known  th'  Impoftor's  art  betrays. 

So  the  veil'd  Bard,  who  fafcinates  thine  eyes, 

Dragg'd  into  open  daylight  thou'lt  defpife. 

How  can  thy  rcafoning  with  found  fenfe  agree, 

When  yet  thou  know'fl:  not  what  is  Gravity  ? 

Weight  one  of  Matter's  properties  you  call, 

And,  as  to  Bodies,  give  it  place  in  all: 

From  this  falfe  root  a  falfe  conclufion  fprings  j 

For,  finding  Weight  in  all  created  things. 

The  heavy  burden  awkwardly  you  bear 

To  their  firft  principles,  and  fix  it  there. 

Moft  bodies  by  experience  you  have  found 

Apt  of  themfelves  to  tumble  to  the  ground ; 

Plac'd  on  it's  furface,  centra- ly  they  bend, 

aA.nd  thither  with  continual  effort  tend ; 

Your  Fancy,  therefore,  gives  all  bodies  weight. 

As  force  effential,  form'd  by  power  innate. 

Thus  ever  will  the  Sorcerefs,  Error,  blind 

Who  trufts  his  fenfes,  rather  than  his  mind. 

But  ev'n  if  folely  you  in  Senfe  confide, 

Why  is  not  Levity  as  well  applied 
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To  Matter,   as  innate,  {ince  Bodies  rife 
Sometimes  before  you,  and  afccnd  the  flcics  ? 
Doft  thou  not  think  that  juftly  we  may  claim, 
Reafoning  from  lenfe,  that  attribute  for  Flame  ? 
Are  not  thofe  fleeting  Phantoms,  that  appear 
Floating,  (you're  taught,)  through  air,  in  wild  career, 
Thofe  unfubftantial,  empty  Forms  of  things, 
Whofe  fhadowy  beings  your  Lucretius  flngs, 
That  glide  before  us,  both  by  day,  and  night  — 
Are  not,  I  fay,  thofe  fleeting  Phantoms  light  ? 
Are  not  the  crowds  of  atoms,  that  compofe 
The  grateful  odours  riflng  from  the  Rofc, 
The  fweet  perfume  that  Fruits  delicious  yield, 
And  all  the  herbal  fragrance  of  the  Field  ; 
Or  thofe,  that  fill  the  Foreft's  precious  veins, 
Where  rich  Arabia  fpreads  her  happy  plains, 
As  to  our  ravifli'd  fenfe  they  upward  tend — 
Are  they  not  light  ?    or  why  fliould  they  afcend  ? 
The  golden  radiance  Sol's  bright  beams  difpenfe. 
Wide  through  the  planetary  world  immenfe ; 
The  fainter  glimmerings  Meteors  oft  difplay, 
Mocking  at  night  the  fplendour  of  the  day ; 
And,  fainter  ftill,  the  various  Fires  that  burn, 
Cherifli'd  by  art,  to  make  lofl:  light  return ; 

M  m  2  All 
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All  dvirting  brilliant  atoms,  as  they  glow,. 

On  every  lidcj  above,  around,  below  ; 

Mufl:  you  not  judge  them,  reafoning  as  you  doy 

At  the  fame  moment,  light,  and  heavy  too  ? 

Light,  by  your  judgement,  in  perennial-  flreams, 

Flows  iTom  the  womb  that  with  it's  brightnefs  teems  t 

O !  how  proliiick  is  the  fource  that  pours. 

From  age  to  age,  fuch  ever  plenteous  fliow'rs ! 

That  from  it's  fubftance  conftant  funds  lupplies, 

To  fquander  wealth  profufely  through  the  fkies !: 

The  active  force,  that  bears  each,  rapid  ray. 

Over  the  tracklefs,  and  unmeafur'd  way. 

You  own  is  native :  If  the  only  caufe. 

That  can  give  Matter  motion.  Motion  laws,- 

Through  the  whole  world,  be  Gravity  innate. 

Then  are  the  Rays  borne  on  by  native  weight.. 

But  now  obferve,  how  oppofite  their  courfe, 

To  that  produc'd  by  this  imputed  force. 

From  the  circumference  to  the  centre  all, 

Urg'd  by  the  pov/er  of  Gravity,  fhould  fall : 

From  the  hx'd  centre  quite  to  the  extremes, 

Light,  by  her  native  vigour,  darts  her  beams. 

But  ctafe  t'  imagine  that,  of  native  right, 

Body  can  either  ponderous  be,  or  light : 

Reafon 
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Reafoii  denies  it  in  the  ftrongcft  terms, 
And  wife  Experience  her  decree  confirms. 

All  Matter,   wherefoever,  has  been  prov'd. 

By  innate  eficnce,  moveable,   not  mov'd: 

Nor  does  it  ever  any  preference  fhew-, 

To  right,   or  left  iide,   flation  high,   or  low; 

Thither  it  fpecds  it's  way,   wherever  prefs'd, 

Indifferent,  or  to  Motion,   or  to  ReR: 

Neither  ambitioning  the  eafe  of  floth, 

Nor  aftive  power,   'tis  capable  of  botli. 

Whate'er  for  ever  motionlefs  may  ftand,- 

Or  take  th'  imprefiion  of  a  moving  band, 

And  (o  precifely  fuch  command  obey. 

As  quick,  or  flow,   to  fleer  the  bidden  way. 

Yet  all  the  while  it's  natural  talents  claim, 

And  it's  firm  efience  flill  preferve  the  fame, 

To  fuch  a  being  Reafon  muft  refufe 

All  privilege  it's  movement's  mode  to  chufc. 

That  motion  only,  which  from  force  it  gains, 

Till  force  remove,  it  faithfully  retains. 

No  being  of  itfelf  can  ever  move. 

Which  Reafon's  quickening  influence  does  not  prove  5- 

Th' 
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Th'  exertion  apteft  for  it's  ftate  to  learn, 

And  propereft  paths  fagacioufly  difcern. 

Here  Matter's  feeds  inert  can  ne'er  arrive, 

Which  you  yourfelf  of  Intelled  deprive. 

Since  you  fee  bodies  move  by  certain  laws, 

Convinc'd  at  once  confefs  a  motive  caufe. 

Without  fome  caufe  it's  vigour  to  excite, 

No  being  e'er  could  change  it's  prefent  fite. 

What  caufe  your  Atoms  headlong  downward  throws, 

If  bodies  vex  not  their  fecure  repofe? 

If,  from  all  preffure,  from  all  contad  free. 

Say,   what  can  urge  them  through  the  void  to  flee? 

So  circumftanc'd,  to  Reafon's  eye  'tis  plain, 

Wherever  plac'd  at  fir  ft  they  muft  remain. 

But  Seas  of  Matter  every  where  abound, 
And  fill  the  ample  Univerfe  around : 
Their  conftant  preflure  gives  that  violence  birth, 
All  Bodies  which  precipitates  to  Earth. 
An  Air  far  finer  than  the  Air  we  breathe, 
(Which,  thick,  and  heavy,  holds  it's  courfe  beneath,) 
Surrounds  and  mingles  with  our  atmofphere, 
Moving  incelTant,  as  the  Air  of  Air. 


Hail! 
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Hail!   fubtileft  part  of  elements!   whofe  frame, 
All  praife  tranfcending,   foars  unfeen  to  fame! 
Work  of  th'  expertefi:  hand,   in  luckieft  hour! 
Moft  honour'd  inftrument  of  Sovereign  Power  ! 
To  thee  the  grofler  human  fenfe  is  blind, 
View'd,  like  thy  Maker,  only  by  the  Mind! 
Rich  Blood  of  Matter!   which  it's  veins  difpenfe. 
To  every  fibre  of  the  mafs  immenfe! 
By  thee  are  worlds  of  endlefs  (loth  beguil'd, 
Parent  of  Motion  now,  though  firft  her  Child! 
Diffus'd  through  all  the  members  of  the  vv'hole, 
Thou  giv'ft  it  life,  and  form'ft  it's  inmofi:  foul! 
Thou  guid'ft  the  beauteous  harmony  of  all! 
Soon,   without  thee,  would  burft  this  earthly  ball. 
And  fly  disjointed  ;   thou  doft  gird  it  round. 
And  hold  it  firm  in  Gordian  fetters  bound! 
If  on  it's  furface  bodies  plac'd  exert 
A  fudden,  violent  eifort,   to  defert 
Their  ftation  here  eftablifii'd,   and  to  rife, 
On  wings  Icarian  foaring  to  the  fkies ; 
Thy  powers  repellent  drive  them  down  once  more,, 
And  to  their  fphere  the  fugitives  reflore ! 
From  thee  the  force  of  Gravitation  flows! 
To  thee  the  Centre  all. it's  influence  owes! 

Til' 
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Til'  ^^ihcreal  Matter,   fpread  around  the  Globe, 
Wraps  it  completely  in  it's  fine-fpun  robe, 
Goads  the  unwieldy  lump  with  impulfc  Afong, 
■And,  much  reludlant,  huiries  it  along ; 
While,   at  the  fame  time,   circling  round  the  fun, 
And  it's  own  axis,  iEthcr  bids  it  run; 
The  liime  rotation  rapid  iEther  feels. 
Rolls,  it"s  affociate,  and  direds  the  wheels. 

Yet  is  it  not,   I  own,  to  be  belie v'd, 
That  by  fuch  movement  Gravity's  atchiev'd  : 
For,  iince  the  power,  that  gives  Earth's  motion  birth, 
Turns  round  the  felf-fame  axis  with  the  Earth, 
And  all  the  greater  circles,  and  the  lefs, 
With  circles  parallel  mud  ever  prefs. 
Were  fuch  the  caufe,  all  bodies  toward  the  Ball, 
In  lines  precifely  parallel,  would  fall  : 
Under  the  Tropicks,  then,  a  ponderous  flone 
Would  tend,  not  toward  Earth's  centre,  but  their  own  ^ 
Things  falling,  always,  fuch  plumb  lines  would  take, 
As  with  the  axis  fhould  rio-ht  ang-les  make. 
This  fyftem  falfe  notorious  fadls  declare; 
The  Caufe  of  Weight,  then,  we  muft  feek  elfewhere. 

Now 
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Now  dar'fl  thou  Nature's  Sanduary  explore, 
And  enter  paths,  iintrod  perhaps  before  ? 
Hard  is  the  talk,  myQuiNTius,  to  difplay 
Creation's  deep  recefs  to  open  day. 
Yet  this  propenlion,  which  all  bodies  feel, 
Ardent  to  know,  and  eager  to  reveal, 
I'll  make  the  eflay :  calmly  thou  obferve. 
Though  from  thy  fix'd  opinion  mine  fhould  fwcrvc, 
How  much  more  eafily,  and  furely,  breeds 
Our  JEther  Motion,  than  your  partlefs  Seeds. 

Firft  then  ;  the  Sea  of  iEther,  that  furrounds. 
And,  widely  circling.  Earth's  whole  furface  bounds, 
Let  flrong  imagination's  force  applied 
In  numerous  parts  pyramidal  divide  : 
Let  all  their  broad,  extended  bafes  rife 
Quite  to  the  gulph's  circumference  next  the  fkies ; 
While  their  fharp  fummits  toward  the  centre  tend. 
And  in  a  point  there  all  colleded  end. 
All  thefe,  endued  alike  with  matter's  force, 
Preferve  an  even  balance  in  their  courfc, 
Equal  in  power  centrifugal :  if  e'er 
One  fhould  inferior  to  the  rcfl  appear, 

N  n  T'  o'er- 
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T'  o'crwhelm  it  ftraight  they  join  with  one  accord,. 
Till  the  juft  equilibrium  be  rcftor'd. 
Whene'er  a  moving  body  enters  one 
Of  thcfc  great  Pyramids,  as  much  is  gone^ 
Loft  from  it's  force  centrifugal,  as  may 
Equal  the  bulk  that  body's  parts  difplay  :. 
For  how  can  body  grofs  the  centre  fly, 
Swift  as  th'  ajthereal  fluid  of  the  fky  ? 
That  Pyramid  is,  therefore,  foon  deprefs'd, 
Which  holds  tliis  fluggifli  matter,  by  the  refl;  ^. 
Paflng  they  flnk  it  with  incumbent  weight, 
Becaufe  their  force  centrifugal's  more  great- 
It's  ftation  now  unable  to  defend, 
The  tardy  mafs  it  urges  to  defcend; 
With  frequent  lafh  chaftifes  it's  delay. 
And  drives  it  downward  headlong  on  it's  way 
Toward  it's  fiiiarp  pinnacle,  whofe  point  extreme 
Fix'd  at  the  Centre  of  the  Earth  we  deem. 

Th'  aethereal  Vortex,  then,  with  rapid  whirl, 
Able  through  fkies  this  mighty  Globe  to  hurl, 
On  every  fide  an  equal  preflure  bears. 
And  wears  a  Spheroid's  form,  if  not  a  Sphere's : 
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Elfe,  where  prcfs'd  lead,  'twould  burR  the  feeble  bar, 

And  fweep  off  Earth  to  other  fkies  afar. 

But  when  a  Mafs,  thus  fpherical,  is  found 

On  all  lides  equally  comprcfs'd  around  ; 

It's  force,  ^yhich  on  th'  united  parts  depends, 

By  all  it's  radii  to  the  centre  tends. 

Thus,  toward  the  centre  of  the  rolling  hall, 

The  preffure's  centre,  body's  forc'd  to  fall ; 

Thither  the  Pyramid,  in  which  'tis  pent, 

Urg'd  on  by  others,  urges  it"s  defcent. 

Thus,  when  a  ftone,  which  nervous  manhood  heaves^ 

With  violent  fpeed  th'  aerial  ocean  cleaves ; 

Ccleftial  matter,  from  it's  higheft  fphere. 

Bends  all  it's  ftrength  to  curb  the  wild  career ; 

And  with  fuch  vigour  makes  the  ftroke  rebound, 

As  fends  th'  aggreffor  lifelefs  to  the  ground  : 

'Tis  not  by  native  weight,  as  you  would  prove. 

Nor  by  a  common  centre's  fancied  love, 

As  others  feign,  nor  motion  of  it's  own. 

That  from  it's  road  fublime  'tis  rudely  thrown  ; 

But  the  firfl:  effort  is  fubdued  at  length, 

By  iEther's  preffure,  and  fuperior  ftrength. 

N  n  2  Such 
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Such  is  the  Grn.vity,  that  ever  reigns, 
With  ftable  fceptre,  o'er  the  watery  plains : 
Ne'er  do  the  faithful  waves  their  bed  forfake; 
But,  lec\ning  hard,  continual  efforts  make 
Againft  it's  bottom,  while  th'  united  band 
In  equal  columns  pois'd  exactly  ftand ; 
Whence  their  fmooth  marble  face  is  always  found, 
Free  from  protuberance,  cicatrice,  or  wound  : 
Immerge  with  violence,  fudden,  harfli,  and  rude, 
Deep  in  their  yielding  bofom,  cork,  and  wood  j 
The  wood  with  painful  toil  can  hardly  rife, 
The  cork  fprings  up  at  once  before  your  eyes: 
Becaufe  that  Water's  to  the  bottom  prefs'd, 
With  greater  violence  than  th'  obtruded  gueft. 
At  the  firft  plunge  all  equipoife  is  gone  ; 
The  column,  into  which  the  body's  thrown, 
Is  as  much  weaken'd,  as  it's  part  difplac'd 
Exceeds  in  weight  the  body  thus  embrac'd  : 
The  neighbouring  columns  all  their  vigour  bend 
T'  oblige  th'  enfeebled  pillar  to  afcend  ; 
Upward  it  mounts,  the  lighter  bodies  fhare 
The  rifmg  force,  reftor'd  to  native  air. 


All 
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All  bodies,  hence,  that  liquid  bonds  inclofe, 
Of  their  own  weight  as  large  a  portion  lofc, 
As  a  mafs  equal  of  the  Fluid  weighs ; 
For  juft  fo  much  it's  powers  thofe  bodies  raife. 
This  is  experienc'd,  when  from  velTel  funk 
Induftrious  labour  heaves  the  plate-fraught  trunk. 
And  drags  up  buried  wealth  to  open  day; 
By  failors  too,  the  anchor  when  they  weigh : 
The  iirft  afcent  is  eafy  ;  for  the  wave, 
Stealing  the  weight,  does  half  the  drudgery  fave  ; 
But  when  the  heavy  burden  mounts  on  high. 
And  from  the  fea  emerges  to  the  fky, 
The  toil  redoubles  ;  robb'd  of  breath  by  pain, 
Each  nerve  the  hardy  mariner  muft  ftrain. 

QuiNTius,  fuch  powers  do  grofier  Fluids  claim  : 
Th'  Ethereal  Ocean  arrogates  the  fame. 
This  only  difference  need  thy  Reafon  make  ; 
The  parts  fupreme  for  iEther's  bottom  take. 
And  here  the  form  a  pyramid  declare, 
Which  was  a  ftraight  unangled  pillar  there.        ^ 
As  Water  bodies  elevates,   fo  all 
Driv'n  by  the  force  of  ^ther  downward  fall  j 

A  ferment 
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A  fernient  limilar,  in  either  found, 

illurls  to  the  fkies,  gr  dafhcs  to  the  ground. 

There  is,  at  moft,  but  one  diftindion  more. 
That  niceft  art  between  them  can  explore  ; 
Tis  this :  fome  bodies,  whofe  foeciiick  weio-jit 
Is  more  than  that  of  Water,  keen  their  feat, 
Low  at  the  bottom,   which  they  once  obtain, 
Doom'd  through  all  ages  ne'er  to  rife  again  : 
But  fmcc,  whate'er  this  earthly  region  breeds, 
iEther  in  force  centrifu2;al  exceeds. 
No  power,  while  matter  Nature's  laws  obeys. 
Aught  to  the  vortex's  extreme  can  raife. 
Turning  toward  Earth  again  all  things  mufl  tend. 
With  fwiftnefs  flill  increas'd  as  they  defcend  : 
Celeftial  matter  urges  on  their  v/ay, 
Purfuing  clofe,  nor  brooks  the  leaft  delav  ; 
With  force  redoubling,  flroke  fucceeds  to  ftroke, 
And  blows  repeated  thick  the  fall  provoke. 

Bodies,  fufpended  in  the  faithful  Scale, 
To  turn  the  balance,  more,  or  lefs  prevail. 
As  lefs,  or  more,  whatever  bulk  they  claim, 
Matter  celeftial  mingles  with  their  frame  : 
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Not  that  a  Void,  as  you  have  idly  thouo-ht, 

StufF'd  in  each  crevice,  puffs  them  up  with  Nought ; 

But  that  vvhate'er  terreftrial  parts  they  own, 

All  drive  them  headlono;  to  the  centre  down  ; 

While  all  the  particles  celeflial  rife, 

And  draw  them  upwards  toward  their  native  fkies. 

Thus  Leaves,  and  Chaff,  and  Feathers  float  aroundj, 
Long  time  in  air,  before  they  reach  the  ground  ; 
Scarce  fo  much  preffure  do  they  ever  know, 
As  gives  them  ftrength  to  cleave  the  air  belov/  ; 
But  whirl  in  various  eddies  nnconfin'd, 
Wafted  about,  the  fport  of  every  wind. 
While  bodies  denfe  enjoy  but  flender  pores. 
And  room  but  fcanty  for  ^ethereal  ftores  : 
To  JEther  lince  a  paffage  they  denv, 
They  muft  refifl:  it,  for  they  cannot  fly  ; 
But  vain  the  hope  it's  efforts  to  elude, 
When  conteft's  flames  th'  indignant  powers  protrude. 
Fierce  Oppofltion,  from  her  chariot  flung, 
Meafures  at  length  the  ground  from  whence  flie  fprung. 
Hence  if  an  equal  mafs  of  Gold  we  lay 
Againfc  a  mafs  of  Iron,  'twill  outv/eigh  ; 
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Hence  Iron,  as  experiment  has  fliewn, 
l^oifts  more  fpecilick  gravity  than  Stone  ; 
Hence  diilerent  Liquors,  which  we  may  compare, 
In  juft  degrees,  are  denfer,  or  more  rare. 

To  fovereign  ^ther,  thus,  all  bodies  owe 
The  feveral  weights  their  equal  maffes  fliew  : 
The  parts  that  prefs  the  centre  of  the  ball, 
'Tis  j^ther's  power  accumulates  them  all ; 
By  it's  centrifugal,  prevailing  force. 
Thither  it  makes  all  bodies  bend  their  courfe  ; 
The  fea  of  Air,  in  which  this  planet  fails. 
It  prefles  clofe,  and  curbs  the  flying  gales ; 
Then,  by  th'  incumbent  Atmofphere  reftrain'd. 
Are  Ocean's  waves  within  it's  fhores  contain'd, 
The  furious  billows  know  their  utmoft  bound. 
Nor  Seas  run  over  though  they're  fafhion'd  round. 

Hence  all  the  parts,  that  Earth's  great  globe  divide, 
Tend  at  a  Angle  point  to  coincide  j 
Should  any  one  this  general  law  defpife. 
And  ftrive  to  mount,  rebellious,  to  the  f]<ies, 
Quickly  it  yields,  incumber'd  with  it's  weight, 
By  power  fuperior  hurl'd  precipitate  : 

The 
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The  force  it  feels  is  more,  or  lefs,  intenfe, 
Juft  as  it's  texture,  more,  or  lefs,  is  denfe. 
Two  bodies,  different  prefTures  if  they  prove, 
And  in  their  progrefs  near  each  other  move. 
In  rival  counterpoife,  you  fondly  think, 
One  feems  to  rife,  the  other  feems  to  fink  : 
Yet  is  not  this,  (to  urge  their  various  flight,) 
By  native  vigour  heavy,  nor  that  light : 
But  toward  the  centre  both  diredl  their  way, 
Though  not  an  equal  impulfe  they  obey. 
Behold  the  balanc'd  Scales  fufpended  ftand, 
Neither  a  jot  inclin'd  to  either  hand  : 
But  place  the  fmalleft  grain  of  weight  in  one, 
Straight  the  fraternal  equipoife  is  gone ; 
The  loaded  fcale,   preponderant,   downward  flies. 
Drags  down  the  chain,  and  makes  it's  partner  rife. 
Thefe  movements  oppoflte  have  equal  laws, 
And  flow  in  concert  from  one  Ample  caufe. 
Heavy  howe'er  a  body  may  appear, 
'Tis  light,  when  one  fl:ill  heavier  paffei  near : 
Taking  from  mere  comparifon  it's  fate. 
Weight  ever  vaniflies  by  greater  weight. 
Hew'd  by  the  axe,  or  torn  by  furious  fl:orms 
Up  from  it's  root,  the  flubborn  Oak  deforms 

O  o  The 
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The  mangled  forcft  ;  while  it's  fall  o'erthrows 
Whatever  the  fhock  impetuous  dares  oppofe: 
Yet  launch  this  Oak  upon  the  filver  Thames, 
Upborne  it  rides  triymphant  o'er  the  ftreams : 
Relation  ftill  thefe  various  weights  declare ; 
Than  Water  lighter,  heavier  'tis  than  Air. 

Air  can  it's  weight  demonftrate  to  our  fight, 
Though,  with  moft  bodies  when  compar'd,  'tis  light : 
See  by  it's  force  the  hollow  Pump  compell 
Water  to  fpring  from  out  the  deepeft  Well. 
Ev'n  Quickfilver,  which  next  to  Gold  commands 
The  heavieft  weight,  by  Air  fufpended  flands : 
Clos'd  in  a  tube  of  glafs,   behold  it  flow, 
With  motion  lazy,  indolent,  and  flow  ; 
Downward  though  all  it's  particles  muft  tend, 
It  feems  as  loth,  and  dubious  to  defcend  : 
While  part,  efcap'd,  does  in  the  bafon  lie. 
Part  in  the  tube  remains  exalted  high  , 
There,  of  it's  Gravity  forgetful,  ftays. 
And  every  change  of  reftlefs  Air  obeys : 
A  juft  Barometer,   from  time  to  time. 
It  points  the  variance  of  our  faithlefs  clime  j 
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Marks  days  ferene,  foretells  th'  impending  fhovv'r, 

Falls  when  rough  winds  the  harveft's  hope  devour. 

Free  to  the  preflure  of  th'  external  air, 

It's  ponderous  column  'tis  oblig'd  to  bear  ; 

The  air  external  urges  it  to  rife, 

No  air  within  t'  oppofe  that  preffure  lies. 

Soon,  if  ungarrifon'd,   the  fortrefs  falls, 

Where  fierce  affailants  combat  naked  walls. 

Immerge  a  Siphon  in  a  liquid  bed  ; 

Scarce  from  it's  tube  th'  internal  air  is  fled, 

By  conftant  pumping,  when  the  ftreams  afcend, 

And  through  the  finuous  dudl  meandering  bend ; 

Rifing,  and  falling,  gently  by  degrees, 

Till  every  volume  they  have  fiU'd  with  eafe. 

Complex  howe'er  this  movement  may  be  thought, 

By  Air's  flrong  preiGTure  it  is  fimply  wrought. 

So  in  a  veflel  dip  a  Cloth's  extreme. 

In  gradual  progrefs  mounts  the  leflening  flream  ; 

Now  lighter  grown ;  and  with  it's  plenteous  dew, 

The  piece  entire  profufely  will  imbue. 

Till  every  glutted  pore  it's  moifture  fills ; 

Then  o'er  the  margin,  drop  by  drop,  diftills. 
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Heavy,  or  light,  thus  Air  does  ftill  appear, 
As  b'f^ht,  or  heavy,  are  the  bodies  near : 
And,  though  the  ftamp,  that  ^Ether  can  imprefs, 
By  force  centrifugal,  on  Air,  is  lefs, 
Than  that  it  flamps  on  fluid  Streams ;  yet  Fire, 
Suffering  ftill  lefs  impreflion,  fhoots  up  higher: 
Nay  even  Water,  rarefied,  can  move 
Higher  in  vapours  thin,  and  fix  above. 
Thus  from  the  Earth  do  humid  mifts  arife, 
And,  borne  infenfibly,  affail  the  Skies ; 
Such  as,  vi^e  fee,  each  lake  and  river  fends, 
When  Sol  begins  his  fiery  courfe,  or  ends; 
Smoke  feems  t'  involve  the  heav'ns  obfcur'd  around, 
I  lining  from  marfhy  vales,  and  feas  profound  ; 
Where'er  of  moifture  lies  the  largeft  ftore, 

The  cloud  expands  it's  fable  mantle  more. 

For,  at  thofe  feafons.  Water,  grown  more  rare, 

Feels  lefs  th'  a^thereal  defpotifm  than  Air  ; 

Calmly  afpiring  then,  while  Air  muft  yield. 

The  Fluid  gains  a  far  fuperior  field  ; 

There,  proudly  raised  in  elevation  high, 

Enjoys  the  freedom  of  the  open  fky. 

Then  by  the  faithful  Mercury  'tis  declar'd, 

Lodg'd  in  a  tube,  with  wonderous  art  prepar'd, 
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To  ferve  that  purpofe,  that  th'  aerial  ftate 

Is  chang'd  by  augmentation  of  it's  weight : 

For  then,  incumbent  on  the  open  pafs, 

Air  lliongly  prefTes  the  Mercurial  mafs ; 

Which,  there  by  violence  rudely  driven  down, 

Up  in  the  end  fecur'd  from  air  is  thrown. 

The  more  Sol's  heat  the  Waters  rarefies, 

The  more  the  aqueous  particles  muft  rife : 

His  rays,  at  laft,  fo  multiply  the  crowd, 

That  feparate  flations  are  no  more  allow'd  ; 

For  freezing  Cold,   which  abfolutely  reigns 

O'er  all  that  region,  further  rife  reftrains. 

Thus  prcfs'd  together,  and  debarr'd  from  flight. 

The  flender  particles  at  length  unite ; 

And,  when  in  fwelling  drops  more  denfe  they  blend 

Than  equal  airy  portions,  all  defcend. 

Air  then,  it's  ftrength  recovering,   upward  flies, 

And  re-afiTumes  it's  flation  next  the  ikies. 

Quick  fall  the  rattling  fhowers :   but,  fall'n  before, 

Th'  unfteady  Quickfllver  your  eyes  explore. 

In  the  tube's  longer  branch  ;  becaufe  now  lefs 

Afccnding  Air  does  on  thefliorter  prefs. 

Nay,  ev'n  this  ponderous  Quickfllver,  refln'd. 

Surmounts  the  clouds,  and  leaves  dull  air  behind  : 

MetaUick 
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Metallick  Moifture,  thinn'd  by  heat  Intenfe, 
Evaporates  foon,  eluding  human  fenfe; 
For,   when  it's  feeds,  fo  fubtiliz'd  by  fire, 
Excell  th'  aerial,   they're  exalted  higher. 

Thus  when,  black  Winter's  howling  tempefts  o'er, 
Drear  Defolation  waftes  the  plains  no  morej 
Eut  fprightly  Spring  the  rigid  frofts  beguiles, 
And  every  field,  a  flowery  garden,  fmiles; 
The  blafted  Foreft  vigorous  health  retrieves, 
And  foon  prepares  to  (hoot  th'  expanding  leaves ; 
Earth  yields  prolifick  fap,   in  copious  feas, 
And  from  the  root  impregnates  all  the  trees. 
For  when  the  Moifture,  long  congeal'd  by  cold, 
Sol's  warm  infinuating  rays  unfold; 
Rich  exhalations  it  emits,   involv'd 
With  melted  Sulphur,  and  with  falts  diffolv'dj 
Whence  genial  juices,   trickling  all  around, 
In  large  profufion,  fertilize  the  ground. 
Now  the  brifk  Seed,  made  volatile,  attends 
Bright  Phoebus'  fovereign  mandate,  and  afceiids: 
Rifing  in  feparate  particles  minute, 
In  every  plant  it  meets  fome  veins,  that  fuit 
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It's  flender  form,   fome  fibres  jfine  as  hair, 

In  which  'tis  clofely  fheath'd,  and  lodges  there: 

Thefe  narrow  du6ls  fupply  the  plant  with  blood, 

Gorg'd  by  the  Seed  with  moft  luxurious  food. 

With  gaping  mouths  it's  enterance  they  allure. 

But,  once  admitted,  clofe  the  folding  door; 

With  valves  prefs'd  down  detain  the  welcome  guefl:. 

And,  mad  with  joy,   devour  the  lufcious  feaft. 

Swelling  meanwhile,   by  kindly  radiance  warm'd, 

Thofe  Buds  unlock,  which  former  Suns  had  form'd: 

And  now,   beneath  the  fheltering  bark  prepar'd. 

Juices  ftart  out,   their  clofe  retreat  declar'd; 

The  Buds,  expodng  what  before  they 'ad  flieath'd, 

Shew  leaves,  and  flowers,  in  wonderous  order  wreath'd. 

Thefe  firft  preludial  efforts  to  produce, 

Perhaps  fuffices  the  internal  Juice; 

Which,  fpar'd  by  Winter's  ice,  the  Tree  retains, 

Autumn's  thrice  precious,   moft  mature  remains: 

Bur,  to  improve  th'  advance  already  made. 

New  ftores  prolifick  muft  be  call'd  in  aid. 

As  from  the  Branches,   then,   the  liquors  flow, 

The  Trunk  fucks  new-form'd  moifture  from  below. 

A  fluid  feries,  thus,  through  all  the  Tree, 

Uninterrupted,  Reafoa's  eye  can  fee; 

Each 
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Each  drop  behind  propells  a  drop  before, 

And,   as  the  days  increafe,   the  ferment's  more: 

Th'  abundant  Mother,   fraught  with  plenteoias  fhovvVs, 

Her  fruitful  treafures  prodigally  pours. 

Moift  Spring  to  wintery  floods  brings  frefli  fupplies, 

When  Phoebus  reigns  high-thron'd  above  the  fkies; 

Earth  catches  heat  from  his  celeftial  fires, 

And  ev'ry  breeze  a  warmer  breath  refpires. 

Thus,  while  each  root  the  vigorous  nerve  extends, 

With  every  fprout  fpermatick  virtue  blends. 

So  many  rills,    which  ferpentineiy  twine, 

At  length  in  one  full  bodied  Stream  combine; 

Then,   with  united  ftrength,   the  trunk  invade, 

Beneath  the  crufted  bark's  yet  tender  fliade, 

Through  every  pore  work  out  a  pailage  free. 

And  feed  the  inmoft  marrow  of  the  Tree. 

The  Stream  it's  wealth  depontes  in  it's  courfe^ 

And  with  new  wealth  acquir'd  recruits  it's  force; 

All  kinds  of  forms  it's  various  turns  difplay, 

As  through  the  winding  chafms  it  (Lapes  it's  way. 

It's  fermentations,   mingling  every  where 

With  the  old  ferment,   kindred  fouls  declare; 

Parts  it  conneds  with  parts,  and  joins  t'   explore 

New  added  feats  to  thofe  pofiefs'd  before. 
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Now  grown  exuberant,  clos'd  within  it's  veins, 

The  Trunk  no  more  the  fwelling  flood  contains; 

Proud  it  burfts  forth,  each  orifice  invades, 

Where  of  the  Branches  lurk  the  embryo  blades; 

Thefe  it  unfolds,  each  puny  fapling  fwells, 

And  from  the  trunk  to  fhoot  it's  arms  impells, 

Till  the  broad  boughs,  expanded  to  the  fky, 

Enterance  to  Sol's  tranfpiercing  beams  deny. 

Into  thofe  cells,  with  fruits  incipient  fraught, 

By  tides  the  liquid  aliment  is  brought: 

The  fruits  increafe,   their  withering  bloflbms  fall, 

Their  taftes  appropriate  foon  denote  them  all ; 

While  fix'd  to  each  it's  congruous  figure  cleaves, 

And  to  defend  it  fpread  the  curling  leaves. 

Thus  fimply  by  a  Liquor's  rife,   profufe 

Of  wholefome  nurture,  and  well-temper'd  juice, 

Dragg'd  into  light,  as  torn  up  from  the  tomb, 

By  force  from  genial  Earth's  all-foftering  womb,' 

Yon  lofty  Tree,  which  on  the  Mountain's  fide 

Ereds  with  ftubborn  haughtinefs  it's  pride, 

Firft  fprung,  thereafter  to  maturenefs  grew. 

And  now  does  every  year  it's  ftrength  renew: 

While  from  it's  top  whole  groves  of  branches  rife. 

Pierce  through  the  clouds,  and  feem  to  fweep  the  Skies; 

P  p  •  And 
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And  of  it's  roots  a  foreft,  fix'd  in  Earth, 
Exhaufh  the  bounteous  power  that  gave  it  birth.. 

See,   from  the  top  of  yon  afpiring  hill, 
Down  to  the  plain  deriv'd,   the  purling  rill  j 
Soon  as  we  burfb  the  dark,  fepulchral  door. 
The  ftruggling  waves  their  channel  holds  no  more  j 
Now,  from  their  dreary,  leaden  prifon  free, 
Diredl  to  heav'n  they  dart  a  fpringing  fea: 
Repell'd  by  Air,  and  Other's  ftedfafl  bars, 
Then  fall  difpers'd,   a  fhower  of  fparkling  ftars;. 
And  thus  defcending,  like  a  filver  rain, 
With  tremulous  murmur  fret  the  glafly  plain. 
The  fpouting  Waters  ftcer  their  upward  courfe. 
With  the  fame  force  that  drew  them  from  their  fource^ 
The  conftant  feries  of  their  headlong  flight, 
As  before  heavy,  now  has  made  them  light. 
Thus,  when  two  Mountains  rife,  whofe  adverfe  feet 
Deep  in  the  valley  intermediate  meet; 
Torn  by  th'  impetuous  violence  of  the  Wind, 
Or  by  Time's  fllent  pickaxe  undermin'd, 
A  tumbling  Rock,  with  interruptive  bound, 
From  the  high  fummit  feeks  the  vale  profound: 
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The  vale  attaining,  there  it  cannot  reft, 

But,  rudely  'gainft  the  adjacent  mountain  prefs'dj 

Lightnefs  from  headftrong  Gravity  acquires, 

And  to  furmount  th'  oppofing  bank  afpires: 

With  bold  prefumption  hardily  it  gains 

The  fteep  afcent,  and  balanc'd  there  remains; 

Till,  quite  exhaufted,  all  it's  darings  o'er. 

The  cumberous  ruin  finks  to  rife  no  more. 

In  fine,  to  tteav'n  upturn  your  aching  cyes^ 
And  fix  your  contemplation  on  the  fkies: 
Behold  the  Planets,  in  their  orbits  all. 
In  bodies  not  unlike  this  earthly  ball. 
Through  liquid  Other's  Ocean  ever  wheel, 
As  if  no  Weight  their  monflrous  mafTes  feel: 
Urg'd  by  perpetual  violence  on  their  way. 
Like  Earth  th'  impulfive  force  they  ail  obey; 
Imprifoning  gulphs  of  fether  keep  them  bound) 
Wrapp'd  in  their  eddying  waves,  and  whirl  them  round; 
Firm  in  their  orbits  fix'd,   from  chance  fecure. 
Their  circling  movements  ever  muft  endure; 
No  fhock  from  foreign  force  they  apprehend, 
The  Power  that  guides,  is  able  to  defend, 

P  P  2  The 
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The  Sun's  their  real  centre  :    every  one 

Til'  asthereal  tumult  hurries  toward  the  Sun: 

But  fince  beneath  by  aether  they're  fuftain'd, 

And  certain  force  centrifugal  have  gain'd, 

By  conftant  rolling  ;   balanc'd  as  they  move. 

The  fame  for  ever  mufl:  their  Orbits  prove. 

This  wonderous  order  to  your  Sect  unknown, 

Thev  blindly  err'd  ;   or,   knowing,   would  not  own : 

In  fuch  harmonious  mechanifm  they  fear'd, 

Too  plain  pourtray'd,  the  Deity  appeared. 

But  though  each  Planet,  thus  depriv'd  of  weight, 

Preferves  in  perfect  equipoife  it's  flate  ; 

And  feems,  uncheck'd  by  Gravity,  to  fly 

At  large,  fufpended  in  the  open  flcy  ; 

Not  fo  thofe  bodies,  lock'd  in  it's  embrace, 

Which  jointly  traverfe  tracklefs  realms  of  fpace, 

¥/hich  it's  peculiar  Vortex  bears  along, 

Prefs'd  to  a  point,  and  crowded  in  a  throng. 

For  thefe  their  proper  Streams  environ  round. 

Of  flood  celeftial,  and  detain  them  bound; 

Nor  e'er  permit  them  wantonly  to  leave 

That  wandering  flar,  to  which  at  firfl;  they  c^.eave. 

Should  Violence  dare  the  limits  mark'd  to  pafs, 

'Tis  foon  hurl'd  headlono;  backward  to  the  mafs. 
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Hence  the  prerogative  the  Planets  claim, 
Still  to  preferve  their  magnitude  the  fame. 

This  axiom,   therefore,  in  your  mind  repofe, 
Which  Reafon  teaches,   and  Experience  fhews; 
No  THING  HAS  REAL  WEIGHT  :  thougli  commoii  fpccch 
Attribute  Native  Gravity  to  each. 

Oft,  in  like  manner,  vague  Opinion  errs, 
While  numerous  qualities  the  Senfe  refers 
To  ftamps  innate  imprefs'd  on  every  thing, 
Though  from  extraneous  influence  they  may  fpring. 
Water,  thou  think'ft,   to  every  touch  much  yield, 
By  effence  liquid j   view  it  now  congeal'd: 
Still  the  fame  fentiment,   perhaps  thou'lt  hold, 
And  fay  'tis  turn'd  to  ice  by  force  of  Cold; 
An  equal  anfwer  {hall  th'  afiertion  meet, 
I'll  fay  'twas  liquefied  by  force  of  Heat. 
Now  let  the  Scythian  judge;   whofe  rigorous  fky 
Rains  frozen  fnovvs,   and  makes  an  Ocean  dry; 
Inur'd  to  hardnefs,   every  blafl  he  braves. 
And  hunts  white  bears  upon  the  folid  waves. 
Or  let  the  queftion  for  decifion  ftand 
Before  a  native  of  Magellan's  land: 
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He  thinks  that  Waters  innate  firmnefs  own, 
Like  fufile  Cryftal,  or  transparent  Stone; 
Hard  in  their  eiTencej  though  propenfe  to  melt, 
Soon  as  the  charm  of  foreign  warmth  is  felt. 
Thus  we  fee  folid  fubftances  become 
Liquid  by  heat,  as  Pitch,   and  Wax,  and  Gum. 
What  if,  three  years  depriv'd  of  chearful  day. 
Our  Clime  in  vain  fliould  mourn  the  abfent  fay; 
And  Phoebus,  niggard  of  his  genial  light, 
Leave  fountains,  rivers,   feas,   involv'd  In  night? 
Think'ft  thou  our  Waters,   conftant  in  their  frame. 
Fluid  as  now,   would  then  appear  the  fame? 
The  natural  ftate  we  eftimate  of  things. 
By  what  mere  Habit  to  our  Senfes  brings; 
That  we  prefume  a  Property  to  call. 
Which  feems  to  us  inherent  in  them  all. 
In  Water  thus,  for  inftance,  neither  ftate, 
Hardnefs,   or  Fufion,   can  be  ftifd  innate: 
While  igneous  fparks  difturb  it's  fix'd  repofe, 
Moving  within  it's  bed,  the  Water  flows; 
Let  but  thofe  fparks  evaporate,   in  a  trice 
The  marble  plain's  congeal'd  to  folid  ice. 
Thus  the  fame  body,   hot  and  cold  by  turns. 
Freezes  a  folid,  or  a  liquid  burns. 
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What  can  more  hard,  more  ftubborn  be  than  Steel  ?. 

Yet  Steel  by  force  of  Fire  may  fufion  feel. 

What  can  be  found  more  volatile  than  Fire? 

Yet  will  it's  fparks  within  the  veins  retire 

Gf  fome  hard  Flint,  and  there  inclos'd  remain, 

Till  Steel's  rude  violence  burll  th'  imprifoning  chain ; , 

Then  ruflies  forth,  confefs'd,  the  latent  Flame, 

Seizes  the  Metal  whence  the  violence  came, 

Melts  each  fmall  fragment  to  a  liquid  flar. 

And  darts  the  fparkling  particles  afar. 

So  that  no  fluid  bodies  do  we  know. 

Which  may  not  iix'd,  and  firmly  folid  grow:  - 

Nor  can  the  hardeft  Adamant  deny, 

By  fome  diiTolvent  power  to  liquefy. . 

So  may  each  mafs  grow  light,  however  great, 

And  lofe  by  fair  comparifon  it's  weight. 

No  more  for  native  Gravity  contend, 

Nor. innate  force  centripetal  defend; 

Own  of  all  Weight  that  Impulse  is  the  caufe : 

Weight  fprings  from  PRESSURE,  and  obeys  it"'s  lawc, . 

But  in  a  calm,  and  ever  quiet  Void,. 

To  prefs  your  Atoms  what  can  be  employ 'd  ? 

Since  in  their  effence,   then,  howe'er  incHn'dj 

No  principle  of  Gravity  you  find  ; 

And 
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And  your  ungodly  rage  will  not  allow 
A  MOVING  POWER  to  givc  th'  impulfivc  blow  ; 
Confcfs,  where'er  their  flations  firft  were  plann'd, 
For  ever  motionlefs  they  all  mull  Hand. 

The  famous  Sect  Newtonian,  proudly  plum'd 
In  Numbers  Algebraick,  has  prefum'd, 
(Impulse  overthrown  by  violent  dint  of  arms,) 
To  yield  the  Univerfe  to  Magick  Charms. 
The  Sun,  whofe  power  occult  each  Planet  draws, 
From  them  in  turn  receives  th'  attradive  laws  : 
Great  by  the  bulk  enormous  of  his  mafs. 
And  potent  centre,  he  mufl:  all  furpafs ; 
Yet,  though  thus  eminent  his  power  prevails, 
To  drao-  the  Wanderers  from  their  Orbs  it  fails ; 
Becaufe  from  firft  impreHion  they  incline, 
Strongly  propenfe,  to  mark  an  even  line : 
Befides,  by  mutual  influence  warp'd,  they  fhun 
The  central  point,  and  ftrive  t'efcape  the  Sun. 
While  force  with  force  in  oppofition  vies. 
Behold,  a  middle  movement  takes  it's  rife ; 
Whence  every  planet  Kepler's  order  keeps, 
Still,  as  it  bends,  defcribing  an  Ellipfe. 
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This  Syftcm  is  ingenious,  well  applies 
To  every  known  appearance  in  the  ikies, 
Refpe^ling  Motion;   yet,   though  wifely  plann'd, 
It's  weak  foundation  refts  upon  the  fand. 
The  Calculations  though  we  mufl:  receive, 
We  never  can  the  Principle  believe; 
Becaufe  by  them  the  Fads  are  afcertain'd, 
But  mere  Caprice  the  principle  has  feign'd. 

Firft  then:   what  is  the  Power  which  thus  attracts? 
They  anfwer  plainly,   "   Tis  a  force  that  adls 
'  On  any  diftant  body's  mafs,  imprefs'd 

By  any  other  body,  fix'd  at  reft; 
*'  Whofe  fecret  influence  labours  to  efFctl 
*'  Approximation  in  a  line  diredl; 
"  And  does,   as  from  experience  will  appear, 
**  In  fadt  oblige  the  objedt  to  draw  near; 

Although  no  kind  of  channel,  or  of  mean, 

Apt  for  communication,  lies  between  : 
"  But  fome  myfterious  virtue  they  contain, 
"  Occult,  and  mutual,  forms  this  wonderous  chain." 
Body  we've  prov'd  to  Motion  ne'er  inclin'd, 
Unlefs  fpurr'd  on  by  fome  diredive  Mind: 

Q^q  Compliant 
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Compliant  Body  no  fond  preference  (hews, 

To  aaive  exercife,  or  calm  repofe ; 

The  Mind  'tis  only  can  produce  the  change, 

DefirincT  Matter  in  new  form  to  range, 

Pointing  the  line  it's  movement  muft  defcribe, 

(One  fm^le  line  from  out  th'  unnumber'd  tribe, 

In  which  it's  cumberous  weight  muft  rife,  or  fall. 

For  Matter  is  indifferent  to  them  all,) 

Fixing  the  pace  at  which  the  lump  muft  go, 

By  it's  good  pleafure,   either  faft  or  flow: 

No  Motion  fprings  without  fuch  various  choice, 

And  Mind  alone  therein  can  have  a  voice. 

Thefe  truths  beyond  all  controverfy  prove. 

Body  without  a  Mind  could  never  move. 

But  even  when  Intelligence  has  giv'n 
Th'  impulfive  ftroke  by  which  the  Body's  driv'nj 
Still,  to  communicate  the  motive  force. 
Matter  muft  hold  uninterrupted  courfe. 
In  liquid  form,  or  folid ;   for  we  know 
That  Motion  only  can  from  Contad  flow. 
As  Motion  cannot,  but  with  Impulfe,  dwell, 
So  nothing  lefs  than  Contad  can  impell. 
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The  bodies  mov'd,  and  moving,  then  'tis  plain, 
Muft  be  united  by  fome  common  chain. 
Thus  the  fleet  Courfers,  harnefs'd  to  the  Car, 
Whirl  the  fierce  Hero  through  th'  embattled  war. 
Thus  the  tall  Maft  the  fubjed  VefTel  fways, 
The  Maft  itfelf  the  Sailyards'  power  obeys, 
The  Sailyards  owe  their  motion  to  the  Sails, 
Which  fwell  impregnate  by  the  driving  Gales. 

Befldesj  all  movement's  principle  to  own 
Fix'd  in  Attraction's  magick  charms  alone, 
'Mongft  various  bodies,  which,  on  no  pretence, 
Can  claim  alliance  with  Intelligence, 
Is  to  acknowledge  Body  fix'd  as  Space, 
Unable  ev'n  to  ftrive  to  change  it's  place; 
Nought  but  external  Violence,  then,  can  tear 
The  fluggifh  mafs  from  it's  appointed  fphere. 
Whence  fliould  this  Violence  come?  it  cannot  furc 
Spring  from  another  body,  juft  as  poor 
In  adive  vigour  as  itfelf,  and  blind. 
Since  as  entirely  deftitute  of  mind. 
Nought  what  it  has  not  can  communicate  : 
The  bodies,  then,  muft  hold  their  prefent  ftate, 

Q^q   2  Of 
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Of  effort  ftill  incapabk  ;  and  both  ' 
Sleep  in  the  torpid  lethargy  of  iloth. 

Than  thcfe  dcdu(5lions  what  ean  be  more  clear  I 
I'he  Great  Sir  Isaac's,  anfwer  let  us  hear. 
He  cries  <' Attradlion,"  (mark  his  voice  with  awe!)! 
"  Is  Matter's  property,  and  Nature's  law." 
Then  Nature's  law,  and  Matter's  property, 
Require  a  thing  impoffible  to  be. 
O  wonderous  principle!  thrice  precious  rule! 
Worthy  to  rife  from  Reformation's  fchool  1 
IncefTant  Motion  fprings  from  fix'd  R^epofel 
From  wretched  Indigence  Abundance  flows! 
Now  let  th'  ingenious  Artifts  hold  their  peace,. 
Who  feek  by  Powers  Mechanick  to  increafe 
The  force  of  bodies ;  let  them  now  no  more 
In  Winds,  and  Waters,  feeble  aid  explore, 
Or  in  the  Steed's,  or  brawny  Ruftick's  nerve, 
Impullion's  various  purpofes  to  ferve. 
Why  fhould  they  vainly  labour  to  inveat 
Devices  quaint,  for  Motion  to  be  fcnt, 
From  body  into  body  ?  vt^hy  transfufe 
By  Levers,  Pulleys,  V/edges,  Wheels,  and  Screws  ? 
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Why  rack  their  brains  by  Geometrick  art, 

Rude  Friction's  clog  to  pare  from  every  part  ? 

Why  fooliflily  imagine  to  difplay 

Their  fkill,  as  Nature  pointed  out  the  way  ? 

Thinking  that  Veffcis  run  before  the  wind, 

That  Earth's  torn  entrails  glut  the  hardy  hind, 

That  Mills  grind  corn,  that  ftately  Strudures  rife. 

That  Grapes  are  prcfs'd,  that  Streams  affail  the  fkies, . 

By  the  fame  meclianifm,  whofe  efforts  dart 

The  fanguine  tide  through  bodies  from  the  Heart  ? 

O  toil  fuperfluoiis !  labour  idly  loft  1 

Without  fuch  wafle  of  trouble,  pain,  and  cofl:. 

Behold,  to  work  thefe  wonders  in  the  Void, 

Attradlion's  fole  Omnipotence  employ 'd  ! 

Above,  beneath,  around  this  fubjed:  ball, 

Though  itfelf  Nothing,  'tis  the  Lord,  of  all. 

"   All  the  PhjEnomena,"  you'll  fay,  "  agree 
'<  V/ell  with  Attradion."   Let  the  fad:  fo  be. 
But  anfwer  fairly,  is  it  not  as  true. 
They're  all  concordant  with  Impullion  too  ? 
Attradion's  power  we  cannot  ev'n  conceive  ; 
ImpulHon's  power  we  fee,  and  mufi:  believe. . 

Earth, 
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Earth,  Sea,  and  Air,  through  all  their  regions  {hew 
Lon<^'-  chains  of  movements,   which  from  contact  grow. 
Acainft  her  own  lix'd  laws  will  Nature  a6t  ? 
And,  here  impelling,  will  £he  there  attract  ? 
Thus  felf-difcordant,  prone  to  fudden  change, 
Will  flie  with  every  biaft  her  plans  derange  ? 
When  for  th'  effeft  one  flmple  caufe  will  do, 
Can  {he  take  pleafure  in  admitting  two  ? 

"  Attraction's  vefliges,"  you  cry,  "  appear, 
"  To  human  fenfe,  by  many  tokens  clear. 
"  Two  drops  of  Oyl  not  far  afunder  fix  ; 
"  Incorporating  immediately  they  mix : 
"  The  open  ends  of  two  glafs-panes,  inclined, 
"   Immerge  in  Oyl ;    'twiil  rife  to  thofe  combined  : 
"  Sufpended  by  th'  attractive  power's  command, 
"   Water  in  flender  tubes  inclos'd  will  (land  : 
"  Iron,  unapt  to  run  the  rapid  race, 
"  Haftcs  to  the  Magnet's  ravifhing  embrace: 
*'  Straws,  chaff,  and  filings,  or  of  gold,  or  brafs, 
**  Fly  with  fwift  wings  to  join  th'  eleClrick  mafs  ; 
*'  Whofe  influence  keen,  conduded  by  a  thread, 
*'  With  eafe  to  bodies  far  remote  is  led. 
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"  What  can  in  trees  perfuade  the  Sap  to  rife, 

"  Wiien  warm  Favonius  clears  the  wintery  fkies  ? 

^'  What  can  feduce  it,  fpringing  from  the  roots, 

"  Kindly  to  fwell,  in  leaves,  in  flowers,  and  fruits  ? 

"  Againft  the  laws  of  Gravity  to  climb, 

*'  Spurning  the  centre,  to  the  top  fublime? 

"  What  but  the  tendrils  that  the  root  furround, 

"  Which  fuck  the  fruitful  moifturc  from  the  ground  ? 

*'   Then  the  fine  fibres,  which  the  juice  convey 

"  Up  through  the  trunk,  and  at  th'  extremes  difplay ; 

"   Thus,  if  the  corner  of  a  Cloth  you  place, 

"  Steep'd  in  the  water  of  an  half-fill'd  vafe  ; 

"  The  Water,  fwelling  with  unufual  tides, 

"  Will  pour  the  filtred  liquor  o'er  the  fides." 

While  oftentatioufly  thefe  fadls  you  ftate. 
You  beg  the  very  queftion  in  debate,, 
Affuming  all  to  own  Attradlion's  laws  : 
We'll  prove  the  procefs  from  a  different  caule. 
Know  then,  each  Body,  though  involv'd  in  Air, 
Boafts  it's  peculiar,  proper  Atmofphere, 
Compos'd  of  particles  of  fmallelt  fize. 
Which  from  it's  mafs  in  foft  effluvia  rife ; 
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Round  it  they  whirl,  by  Air  from  flight  with-held, 

The  fvvarm  compelling,  as  itfelf  compell'd  : 

Whatever  meets  them  in  their  fluttering  courfe 

'I'hcy  feizc,  (unlels  it  claim  luperior  forcCj) 

By  fimple  flrength  impuliive  bear  it  down, 

Pluck'd  from  it's  orb,  to  th'  centre  of  their  own. 

Thus  drops  of  rain  hang  trembling  on  the  leaves, 

Where,  fpite  ol  weight,  the  pearly  flind  cleaves: 

Obfequious  to  this  Atmofphere's  commands, 

'"J'hus  Water  in  fmall  tubes  fiifpended  ftands : 

Thus,  intercepted  by  two  plates  of  glafi, 

Oyl  will,  though  flowly,  raife  it's  liquid  mafs. 

Exploring  gradually  the  clofe  retreat. 

Till  it  has  reach'd  the  angle-  where  they  meet ; 

Becaufe  the  part  inc^los'd  is  lefs  comprefs'd. 

By  Air's  external  violence,  than  the  red. 

The  drops  you  talk'd  of,  near  each  other  plac'd, 

Are  by  confent  in  mutual  links  embrac'd ; 

Their  ftrong  effufions  all  their  powers  difplay, 

And  drive  the  intermediate  air  away, 

While  the  fuperior  column  joins  the  light. 

And,  clofe  incumbent,  helps  them  to  unite. 

The  Magnet",  by  Newtonians  held  fo  dear, 

Gmes  proofs  of  Impulfe,  ftill  more  ftrong  and  clear : 
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Behold  how  duft,  minutely  fcrap'd  from  jflecl, 

Will  round  the  Stone  in  eddying  currents  wheel ; 

Forming  concentrick  circles  through  the  whole, 

It  marks  th'  eftufion's  courfe,  and  either  pole. 

A  mafs  of  Iron,  thrice  as  heavy,  fprings 

To  meet  th'  embrace  magnetical,  and  clino-s. 

Held,  as  you  think,  by  fome  myflerious  charm, 

All  oppoiition  able  to  difarm: 

Not  fo:   the  eddying  currents  that  furround, 

Abforb  it's  powers,  and  hold  it  firmly  bound. 

Your  other  inftances,  condemn'd  before 

On  trial  fair,  attention  claim  no  more. 

We  now  conclude,  ingenious  though  it  fcem, 

Your  famous  Syftem  a  delufive  dream. 

"  I  frame  no  Syftems,"  Newton  dares  exclaim: 
T'  adopt  a  vicious  Syftem  is  to  frame. 
Pilfer'd  from  Aristotle's  World  of  Words, 
Where  pompous  Sound  no  fpark  of  Senfe  affords, 
Virtue  occult,  and  Sentiment  he  brings 
Hid  in  the  eflence  of  corporeal  things; 
To  thefe  he  adds  the  wafte,  unbounded  Void, 
By  Epicurus  long  before  enjoy'd; 

R  r  Then 
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Then  of  thefe  mighty  Nothings,  which  he  ftolc, 
For  his  own  ule  he  forms  a  monftrous  Whole. 

War  Vaind:  Descartes  he  thunders  forth,   who  draws 

t> 

All  his  conclufions  from  mechanick  laws; 

Who  thinks  ImpiiUion  keeps  the  world  from  Reftj 

Impulfion  by  Intelligence  imprefs'd. 

Some  things  to  be  amended  he  let  fall: 

From  one  man's  genius  could  we  hope  for  all? 

Day  following  day,  and  age  fucceeding  age^ 

With  new  difcoveries  gild  the  learned  page. 

The  Sun  has  fpots;   oft  finks  behind  a  cloud, 

Or  wrapp'd  by  Luna  in  a  fable  fhroud: 

Yet,  though  xW  Eclipfe  obfcure  th'  obftruded  ray. 

Still  he's  the  Sun,   the  fplendid  Sire  of  day. 

Descartes's  principles  fhall  they  condemn, 

Who  nought  but  Sorcery  fubflitute  to  them? 

All  Newton's  Geometrick  fkill  fublime 

Can  ne'er  redeem  fo  capital  a  crime  : 

That  can  the  Mode  of  A6lion  only  fhew, 

But  not  the  Agent's  Nature  lead  to  know. 

Jufl  Calculations  Algebra  may  frame. 

On  an  Hypothelis,  abfurd,  and  lame. 

Effeds  alone  thefe  Sciences  explore, 

And,  when  they've  fully  fcann'd  them,  afk  no  more: 
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But  prond  Philosophy  will  never  bound 

Her  deep  rcfearches,   till  the  Caufe  be  found. 

While  toward  Truth's  fountain-head  her  fteps  Hie  bends, 

Her  faithful  Sifter,  Mathesis,   attends j 

Their  wholefome  labours  they  delight  to  fliarc, 

And  make  th'  inftrucflive  tafk  a  common  care; 

Nature  entire,  united,  they  embrace, 

But  either,   Singly,   leaves  a  vacant  fpace. 

Celeftial  movements  fhould  I  yield  to  Chance, 

Or  teach  that  Love  compos'd  th'  harmonious  dance; 

Or  in  each  planet  fix  a  Charioteer, 

A  Jehu-God,  to  guide  it's  wild  career; 

(All  which  rude  fidions,  as  by  fame  we'retold, 

Have  had  their  Patrons  in  the  times  of  old;) 

Or,  like  chaotick  Ptolemy,  fhould  I 

With  Epicycles  crowd  th'  embarrafs'd  fky; 

Each  of  thefe  falfe  Hypothefes  to  fuit, 

In  Numbers  juftly  I  could  now  compute. 

But  what  avail  th'  effeds  that  Number  draws. 

If  Error's  glafs  mifreprefent  the  Caufe? 

Such  were  the  clouds,  that  hid  the  world  in  night, 

When  fiifl:  Descartes  diffus'd  his  dawning  light; 

Dire  foe  to  darknefs,  foon  he  chas'd  away 

The  vapours  foul,  and  fpread  abroad  the  day ; 

R  r  2  Exad 
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Exa(5l  Geometry  his  trufty  guide, 

To  Truth's  brisht  Ihrine  the  road  he  ooen'd  wide. 

He  fliew'd,   through  all  the  vaft  expanfe  of  Heav'o, 

iEthereal  gulphs  in  whirling  eddies  diiv'n, 

Flying  the  centre,   in  their  wild  career, 

And  pufhing  thither  each  reludlant  fphere ; 

Each  fphere  refills,   fupported  by  a  ftream, 

Whofe  centre-flying  fury  is  the  fame: 

Thus  do  the  Planets,  balanc'd  in  their  courfe. 

Steer  a  mid  way,  compell'd  by  either  force. 

No  problem  this  Hypothefis  contains, 

But  what  all  movement  circular  explains. 

And  what  by  equilibrium's  power  is  fhewn, 

As  fure  experiments  their  laws  make  known: 

No  knotty  problem,  hard  to  underhand, 

No  fpot  that  Inconfiftency  can  brand. 

Not  fo  his  Scheme,   whofe  Fancy  has  employ'd 

Imagin'd  Force,  in  an  imagin'd  Void: 

Prefumptuous  Man!  who  on  ideal  ground 

The  ftedfaft  Univerfe  has  dar'd  to  found! 

Great  Newton  !  meafure,  calculate,  reform : 

Who  can  the  tafk  more  happily  perform  ? 

Add  truth  to  truth  :   your  praifes,  charm'd,  we'll  fing, 

And  make  heaven's  vault  with  loud  encomiums  ring. 

O'er 
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O'er  iEther's  globules  dart  your  keen  regard, 

Try  their  conhfteiice,  whether  foft,  or  hard  ; 

See  whether,  following  Kepler's  fettled  law. 

An  oval  compafs  round  the  Sun  they  draw  ; 

In  the  vaft  Vortex,  that  furrounds  the  Whole, 

Examine  how  the  Vorticles  muft  roll. 

When  your  bright  Genius  truths  like  thefe  difplays, 

We  liilen,  rapt  in  tranfport  and  amaze  ! 

But,  Sage  illuflrious!  never  vainly  ftrive, 

Th'  exploded  Art  of  Magick  to  revive: 

O'er  Motion  God,  .  not  Matter  bears  the  fv/ay  5 

No  Sovereign  can  it,  but  a  Mind,  obey, . 

Now,  Quintius,  let  thy  memory  reckon  o'er 
All  the  deceptions  we've  expos'd  before; 
Thou'lt  fee,  collecfted  in  one  point  of  view, 
How  far  thy  Favourite's  figments  are  from  true. 
Atoms  he  feigns,  in  number,  fhape,  and  fize, 
Such,  and  fo  many,  as  could  never  rife : 
And  then  commands  th'  imagin'd  hoft  to  move, 
Though  this  their  fabled  attributes  difprove. 
Polite  Lucretius  !  fpread  thy  tinfelFd  page, 
That  glittering  fcrecn  to  hide  thy  baffled  Sage  I 

Behold, 
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Behold,  immoveable  his  .Vtoms  ftand, 

And  mock  the  power  of  his  creative  hand  ! 

How  vaft  a  pile  of  Matter  !  yet  how  vain  I 

Helplefllv  bound  in  floth's  lethargick  chain  ! 

{Though  Space,  expanded,  open  lies,  and  free. 

And  fure  the  Void  no  obllacle  can  be  :) 

For  this  he  fear'd  the  Univerfe  to  fill : 

Lo !   in  his  Vacuum  Torpor  haunts  him  flilil 

But  if  to  Verfe  the  wonderous  charm  is  giv'n, 

From  hills  to  drag  their  woods,  it's  ftars  from  heav'n ; 

Why  for  their  movement  Gravity  require? 

Why  not,  like  Orpheus,  lead  them  by  your  Lyre? 

Begin  th'  enchantment:   fweep  the  founding  ftring; 

Roufe  the  dull  drones  from  fleep,  and  quickly  bring 

Of  crowded  elements  a  cluflering  fwarm, 

Sun,  Moon,  and  Stars,  and  mafTive  Earth  to  form ; 

Some  fcatter  lightly  high  above  the  ground, 

Refin'd  to  Air,  this  globe  to  gird  around  ; 

In  heavier  fluids  down  let  others  roll, 

And  wafh  it's  furface  o'er  from  pole  to  pole ; 

In  cumberous  heaps  let  fome  to  Mountains  rife, 

Some  in  afpiring  Forefts  pierce  the  fkies ; 

Some,  breath'd  in  Beafls,  at  random  range  the  ball, 

With  Man,  the  lordly  Tyrant  of  them  all.— 
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Ceafe,  Charmer,  ceafc  :  fufpend  thy  fruitlefs  pain; 
Fix'd  is  each  Seed,  and  fix'd  muft  ftill  remain. 


When  great  Alcides  rais'd  his  mighty  arm, 

To  free  his  wafted  Country  from  alarm ; 

And  bravely  dar'd  on  Lerna's  banks  engage, 

The  head-fraught  Hydra's  unexhaufted  rage  ; 

Scarce  had  one  head,  demolifh'd,  felt  it's  doom, 

When,  lo  !   another  ftarts  up  in  it's  room  ; 

Arm'd  at  it's  birth  with  tufhes  fliarp  and  ftrong. 

And  all  the  forked  lightning  of  the  tongue. 

(Doubtful  long  time  the  vidory  muft  depend, 

When  Strength,  and  Valour,  both  untir'd  contend.) 

Fierce,  and  more  fierce,  the  Patriot  Hero  ftood 

Afj-ainft  the  foe,  revivino;  from  his  blood: 

When  flames,  at  length,  the  fruitful  wounds  explore, 

The  Monfter  falls,  to  rife  renew'd  no  more. 

'Tis  thus  the  Atheift,  from  prefumption's  car, 

Proudly  provokes  the  Deity  to  war  : 

Though  each  weak  effort's  eafily  fubda'd, 

By  Malice  foon  the  combat  is  renew'd; 

Till  one  pure  fpark  of  Reafon's  heavenly  fire 

His  impious  foul  compells  him  to  expire. 

Were 
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Were  ev'n  your  Atoms  capable  to  move, 
Ufelefs  their  Motion  to  yo„r  fchcrae  would  prove. 
\  oi,  tlnnk,  whenever  in  their  fall  they  ftrikc 
Rudely  Vainft  other  Atoms,  flup'd  unlike 
With  whieh,  difeordant,  they  ean  form  no  ties, 
Recoilmg  inftant  from  the  fliock  they  rife, 
'i  liis  vain  opinion,  feen  in  every  view. 
Appears  directly  oppofite  to  true. 
Fir/!,  not  uniting,  did  your  feeds  rebound 
Through  the  whole  world  no  Fluid  would  be  found, 
i-or  you  have  taught,  (indeed  it  muft  be  fo  ) 
That  polift'd  feeds  fluidity  beftow : 
The  lax,  unfet.led,  ftate  of  any  thing 
From  it's  IMobility  of  parts  muft  fprin..- 
Rob  them  of  that,  and,  inftantly  congeafd, 
A  rigid  hardnefs  on  the  mafs  is  feal'd  • 
And  were  they  not  in  molds  of  fmoothnefs  eaft, 
Searee  eould  their  violent  agitation  laft 
But  d,d  no  ties  unite  the  gathering  fwarm, 
A  mafs  of  liquor  they  could  never  form  ■ 
Such  as  the  ^ther,  or  the  Air  we  breathe. 
The  Seas  that  roll  o'er  Earth,  or  &k  beneath, 

Whofefluauant  waters  ihore  from  Ihore  divide, 
Varymg  mceffantly  th'  alternate  tide.       ' 
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Say  then,  when,  wandering  through  th'  unbounded  Void, 

So  many  globules  feparate  ftates  enjvoy'd, 

How  could  they  ever  cafually  be  link'd, 

And  roll  in  many  a  fluid  mafs  diftind? 

All  hooks,  and  clafps,  to  thcfe  thy  Sage  denies, 

Which  other  feeds  connedl  in  mutual  ties ; 

From  whofe  ftridl  union  bodies  hard,  and  denfe, 

Solid,  and  firm,  their  vigorous  growth  commence. 

But  all  thefe  globules  have  a  furface  plain, 

No  mutual  hold  they  ever  then  can  gain. 

Unapt  to  catch,  untoward  to  be  caught: 

Rare  gifts!   with  which  Rotundity  is  fraught. 

Then  globule,  ftriking  globule,  fhould  rebound, 

Straight  to  the  fummit  of  the  Void  profound. 

Difcord  muft  reign  entire  throughout  the  clafs. 

Ne'er  can  round  atoms  join  to  form  a  mafs: 

And,  what,  perhaps,  will  wonderous  ftrange  appear, 

The  more  alike  the  lefs  they  can  cohere. 

Hence  Epicurus  has,  unwitting,  hurfd 

All  kinds  of  Fluids,  from  his  fancied  World. 

Foil'd  in  the  firft  attempt,  fhouldft  thou  pretend 

By  native  Gravity  they  re-defcend. 

And  all  afTembled  from  the  fecond  flight, 

Around  one  common  central  point  unite: 

S  s  I  thus 
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I  thus  retort:   thy  fabulous  tongue  reftrain ; 

Shall  Fiaion,  once  fubvcrted,   rife  again? 

We  try  not  here  the  aflual  State  of  things 
But  fift  thofe  Principles,  from  which  it  fprin.s 
In  Void  no  Gravity  IVe  prov'd  before; 
That  propofition,  therefore,  urge  no  more. 
Now  that  your  globules,  howfoe'er  they  move 
Can  ne'er  attain  confiftence,  thus  I  prove  • 
If  no  fupreme  Direitor  guides  their  courfe 
But  they  move  only  by  their  proper  force,  ' 
At  every  touch  repulfive  they  muft  fly, 
And  feek  oppofing  quarters  of  the  %', 

Thus  does  the  Poftulatum  of  your  Sage 
Againft  it's  Author  fiercely  turn  it's  rage. 
But,   Qumrius,   now  in  truth  I  muft  infift 
Such  feign'd  Recoilment  never  could  exift  ' 
Here  too  the  falfe  Philofopher  betrays 
The  blindeft  ignorance  of  Nature's  ways- 
Rebel  to  Reafon,  abjefl  Slave  to  Senfe,    ' 
Still  forging  errors,  on  fome  fond  pretence 
The  flrenuous  youth  at  Tennis  hurls  the  baff, 
Wrtb  weU-brac'd  ra<iuet,  toward  the  deftin'iwari;. 
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Thence  quick  repuls'd,   behold  the  ball  rebound, 

Again  leap  up  when  fallen  to  the  ground. 

Wherefore? —  Becaufe  the  wall,  with  ftubborn  force, 

And  broad-flagg'd  pavement,  both  oppofe  it's  courfe; 

For  of  it's  moment  they  receive  a  fhare. 

So  fmall  as  terms  are  wanting  to  declare : 

Th'  aflailing  ball,  which  dares  their  power  provoke, 

They  render  flat,  where  it  has  giv'n  the  ftroke ; 

But  ftralght  recovering,  on  elaftick  wings. 

Light  from  the  folid.  marble  mafs  it  fprings. 

But  this  can  never  happen  to  the  ball, 

In  the  loofe  net  if  it  fliould  chance  to  fall ; 

Becaufe  the  mefhes  of  the  net  countroul 

It's  rapid  movement,  and.  abforb  the  whole. 

So  when  a  leaden  bullet  ftrikes  a  Stone, 

Straight  all  the  bullet's  power  of  motion's  gone; 

Becaufe  the  yielding  foftnefs  of  the  Lead, 

By  rigid  hardnefs  prefs'd,  is  forc'd  to  fpread, 

And  all  it's  fliatter'd  particles,  derang'd 

By  the  blow's  violence,  have  their  places  chang'd. 

A  globe  of  Iron  likewife  is  debarr'd 

From  fuch  a  power,  becaufe  too  ftiffly  hard. 

Hence  two  united  Caufes  are  requir'd, 

To  furnifh  body  with  the  force  deflr'd ; 

S  s  2  S^ 
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So  as  by  quick  Reflexion  to  explore 

The  track  diredl  it  meafur'd  juft  before  ; 

Or  into  a  path  diagonal  to  ftrike, 

Were  it's  true  line  of  Incidence  oblique. 

Thefe  are  the  Caufes :  pliant  it  muft  be, 

And  pertinacious,  in  a  given  degree : 

Thus  footh'd  by  foftnefs,  and  by  hardnefs  fteel'd. 

In  part  refifting,  it  in  part  will  yield. 

From  thefe  eftablifh'd  principles  'tis  plain, 
Your  Seeds,  once  fall'n,  can  never  rife  again. 
If  in  the  Void  an  Atom  nought  impedes, 
T'  o'ertake  a  tardier  Atom  which  precedes  ; 
How  can  that  Atom,  though  it  move  more  flow, 
Refifl:,  repell,  much  lefs  return  the  blov/  ? 
Their  ftrength  is  equal,  equal  is  their  mafs. 
On  the  fame  route  with  common  aim  they  pafs  r 
Ev'n  were  it  fix'd,  'twould  want  refled:ing  force  ; 
Already  falling,  what  fliould  flop  it's  courfe? 
What,  then,  by  Movement's  laws  muft  be  decreed  ?-— 
Either  in  union  blended  they  proceed  j 
Or,  if  averfe  by  nature  to  combine. 
Still  they  purfue,  diftindl,,  the  unalter'd  line» 

Thus 
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Thus  when  abroad,  unchain'dj  rude  Boreas  flics, 
Thick,  fhowers  of  Hail  come  rattling  from  the  fkies. 

You  can't  on  Elasticity  depend. 
Backward  the  courfe  of  either  Seed  to  bend : 
For  all  your  Atoms  you've  defcrib'd  to  be, 
Elard,  and  unyielding,  in  th'  extreme  degree. 
To  ftrike,  then,  e'er  fo  often  though  they're  found 
Againft  each  other,  ne'er  can  they  rebound. 
But  on  th'  Hypothefls,  that  I've  maintain'd, 
Elaftick  Virtue's  eaflly  explain'd  : 
While  in  the  Vortex,  which  the  whole  abforbs. 
Whirl  countlefs  Vorticles  their  lefler  orbs. 
The  air-piiif'd  Football,  forc'd  by  blows  to  fly. 
Sinks  to  the  ground,  then,  bouncing,  mounts  on  high. 
The  lofty  Branch,  by  violence  dragg'd  to  earth, 
Refumes,  u'hen  freed,  the  ftation  of  it's  birth. 
Stubborn,  and  hard,  a  twifted  plate  of  Steel 
With  anguifh  feems  the  harfh  reilraint  tofeel,, 
Strup-crling  for  freedom  ;  let  it  once  efcape, 
It  ftarts  out  fudden  in  it's  priftinc  fhape. 
See  from  the  bow  the  founding  arrow  fpring. 
And  leave  at  liberty  the  loofen'd  String; 

Which. 
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Which  yet,  compell'd,  once  more  becomes  as  tight, 

When  the  ilrong  bow  reftores  itfelf  to  right. 

By  Air  comprefs'd,  then  fuddenly  fet  free, 

Huge  globes  of  Iron  from  the  wind-gun  flee. 

Wide-wafting  Gunpowder,  (infernal  lire  1 

Of  Man's  invention  monument  moft  dire  ! 

Great,  ftanding  miracle  !  —  Could  anght  furprize, 

By  common  ufe  familiar  to  our  eyes  — ) 

With  black  feeds  nitrous,  and  fulphureous  fraught, 

Mounts  in  a  blaze,  whene'er  a  (park  is  caught  j 

Soon  as  the  fubtile  ftranger  has  releas'd 

Th'  aerial  particles  within  comprefs'd  ; 

And,  than  the  flame  fulmineous  fiercer  far, 

Splits  rocks,  and  burfts  the  battlements  of  war. 

All  thefe  ph?enomena  found  Reafon  folves, 

By  jS^ther's  fluid,  which  the  world  involves  : 

Quick  every  new-made  opening  it  explores, 

And  works  a  paflage  through  the  fmalleft  pores  3 

Thus  having  gain'd  an  abfolute  controul. 

With  furious  Violence  agitates  the  whole. 

But,  not  admitting  JEthci  in  your  Void, 

All  power  elafl:ick  you've  at  once  defl:roy'd. 


Thus, 
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Thus,  arm'd  by  Reafon,  Piety  o'erthrows 
The  Atomick  Syftem,  with  redoubled  blows  : 
For,  if  denied  the  native  power  to  fall, 
Perpetual  languor  muft  benumb  them  all ; 
Or,  granting  Gravity  to  every  Seed, 
No  Body  can  the  barren  Helpmate  breed  : 
Motion  innate  in  Matter  who  denies, 
At  once  excludes  all  hope  of  cafual  ties. 
Thus  have  we  prov'd  the  Poet's  moon-ftruck  brain. 
Alike  abfurd,   ridiculous,  and  vain ; 
Whether  he  toils  his  elements  to  form, 
Or  ftrives  to  move  th'  unanimated  fwarm  : 
Mute,  and  abafh'd,  his  trophies  let  him  yield, 
Till  conquering  truth  recall  him  to  the  field. 
But  as  when  Armies  prefs  the  deftin'd  town, 
And  all  th'  external  bulwarks  are  o'erthrown ; 
When  torn  by  engines  down  the  ramparts  fall, 
And  the  fierce  Soldier  hangs  upon  the  wall ; 
Still  the  brave  Governor  keeps  hope  alive, 
And  makes  each  heartlefs  Citizen  revive. 
Entering  the  ftrong- built  Citadel,  and  there 
New  ramparts  raifing  with  afliduous  care ; 
Then  from  behind  them  aiming  deadlieft  blcwifj,. 
And  hurling  proud  defiance  at  his  foes. 
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'So  when  no  more  Impiety  can  fiand, 

Beneath  one  vanqiiifli'd  Leader's  weak  command  j 

Some  happier  Chieftain  ft  ill  flie  hopes  to  chufe, 

And,  w^ith  his  aufpices,  the  fight  renews. 

But  wherefoe'er  the  Fiend  for  llielter  flies, 

We'll  trace  her  fteps  with  Reafon's  piercing  eyes, 

Boldly  aflault  the  new-ere6led  mound, 

And  lay  each  fortrefs  level  with  the  ground. 

If  nov/  in  Matter's  feparate  parts  no  more 
Th'  efEcient  Caufe  of  Motion  you  explore  ; 
But  from  that  vain  inquiry,  baffled,  pafs 
To  feek  it  folely  in  the  th'  afTembled  mafs  ; 
And  thus,  deferting  your  Athenian  Chief, 
Beg  at  Xenophanes's  tent  relief, 
Or  to  Spinoza's  tottering  towers  repair  ; 
You'll  find  no  fuccour,  no  protedlion  there : 
'Gainft  their  conceits,  where'er  we  turn  our  eyes, 
From  every  quarter  arguments  arife. 
Treafure  this  truth,  thou  oft  haft  heard  me  prove, 
That  Matter  can  but  by  Impulsion  move. 
While  paths  innumerous  gap^.  on  every  fide, 
And  to  receive  the  Body  open  wide, 
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Through  all  indifferent  to  dire(5l  it's  courfc, 
it  can't  rele6i;  one  by  it's  proper  force  : 
Unlefs,  then,  Ihov'd  by  fome  impuliive  hand, 
Fix'd  in  it's  ftation  it  muft  ever  ftand. 


"  I  grant,"  you'll  fay,  "  Impulfion  :  but,  perhaps, 
Motion  keeps  Matter  in  perpetual  lapfe  : 
And,  in  it's  very  frame  by  Nature  fix'd, 
Is  with  it's  effence  intimately  mix'd : 
Whence  movement's  endlefs  propagation  fprings, 
While  things  impell'd  impell  the  neighbouring  thinp  • 
And  Body,  ftruck  by  Body,  fends  the  blow- 
Through  the  whole  Scale,  around,  above,  below : 
So  that  this  Circuit,  which  was  ne'er  begun, 
The  Mafs  of  Matter  ne'er  can  ceafe  to  run." 

How  quickly,  Quintius,  doft  thou  fly  the  light  ? 

How  fuffer  truth  t'  efcape  thy  leffening  fight  ? 

Succefiive  Impulfe  ne'er  can  be  believ'd, 

Unlefs  each  Body  gives  what  it  receiv'd  ; 

One  fliouldft  thou  find  that  never  felt  the  ftrokc, 

Snapp'd  at  that  link,  the  Chain  of  motion's  broke. 

Motion  this  property  does,  therefore,  own, 

To  be  continually  tranfmitted  down : 

T  t  A  moving 
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A  moving  power  it  ever  muil:  require. 

As  every  Son  murt  iffue  from  a  Sire. 

It's  being,  then,  in  Matter's  Mafs  it  draws, 

By  clofe  transfulion,  from  fome  higher  Caiife  : 

Which  higher  Caufe  we  cannot,  fure,  conclude 

Corporeal  drofs,  irrational,  and  rude  : 

For,  to  point  out  the  line  there  mufl:  be  choice ; 

In  this  can  au2:ht  but  Reafon  have  a  voice  ? 

Matter  it's  motion  either  did  commence, 

From  unembodied,  pure  Intelligence  ; 

Or  fome  fuperior  part  of  it  you  raife. 

Which  on  the  throne  it's  fovereign  povv^er  difplays^ 

And  to  all  other  bodies  grants  the  loan 

Of  movement,  which  itfelf  receiv'd  from  none. 

But  Motion,  we  agreed,  muft  be  transfus'd  : 

Why  then  without  an  Author  here  produc'd  ? 

Is  not  that  part  of  Matter,  which  you've  rais'd. 

However  cloath'd,  adorn'd,  exalted,  prais'd, 

Devoid  of  Reafon  ?  like  what  you  confefs'  d 

Unfraught  with  motive  powers,  uniefs  imprefs'd  ? 

Matter's  each  part  is  Matter  :  none  can  rife. 

Beyond  the  limits  of  material  ties  : 

None,  felf-erefted,  can  fuperbly  tower, 

Abovepthe  heights  of  mere  material  power  : 


None 
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None^  then  is  able  Motion  to  convey, 
But  as  the  fervant  of  Superior  Sway. 
One  only  Being,  infinitely  great, 
Motion,  and  Matter,  could  at  once  create. 

We  fee,  with  whirl  vertiginous,  the  Sun 
JFrom  weft  to  eafl:  around  his  axis  run  : 
Why,  if  fuperior  power  had  thought  it  befl:, 
Might  not  his  rolling  be  from  eaft  to  wefl  ? 
What  could  the  line's  precife  diredion  draw  ? 
His  own  Free  Will  ?   or  Matter's  native  Law  ? 
If  to  Intelligence  the  Sun  you  raife, 
Fond  fabulous  Greece  with  thanks  the  boon  repays : 
Or  fix  his  courfe  by  Matter's  Law  confin'd. 
That  general  Law  fhould  every  portion  bind ; 
Variance  of  courfe  there  could  not  be  the  leaft, 
But  all  the  Mafs  muft  tend  from  weft  to  eaft. 
Now  every  day's  confirm'd  experience  fhews. 
That  movement's  ftream  from  every  quarter  flows. 
This  dogma,  then,  found  Reafon  muft  rejed:, 
That  Matter's  Laws  the  channel  can  direct : 
And  fince  rude  Matter  muft  for  ever  reft. 
Without  direction,  howfoe'er  imprefs'd  ; 

T  t  2  Your 


24  A  N  T  I  -  L  U  C  R  E  T  I  U  S. 


(Your  fophifms  all  at  length  detedled,)  own, 
Abfolute  Motion  fprung  from  Him  alone,    . 
Whofe  power  prevails  it's  current  to  confine. 
Pointing  to  every  mafs  the  feparate  line. 

Whate'er  by  Nature  fo  compos'd  we  fee. 
That  all  it's  parts  together  cannot  be ; 
But,  fome  decaying,  others  newly  rife. 
Dancing  fucceflive  rounds  before  our  eyeSy 
In  gradual  progrefs  —  No  man,  not  infane. 
Eternal  fuch  a  Being  dares  to  feign. 
Whate'er  a  total  we  are  taught  to  call. 
From  each  part's  effence  varies  not  at  all : 
Let  the  fwoln  total  e'er  fo  great  become, 
'^Tis  but  of  all  it's  feveral  parts  the  fum. 
Does  Motion,  thus,  eternal  feem  to  you  ? 
Then  all  it's  parts  muft  be  eternal  too. 
But  every  point  of  time  diftindily  fhews 
Bodies  juft  rous'd,   and  iffuing  from  repofe :: 
Such  movements  clearly  .did  begin  ;  then  own. 
Eternity  the  attribute  of  none. 
Nothing  eternal,  therefore,  now  believe, 
Whofe  parts  their  being  gradually  receive.. 
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l.'LankInd,  by  births  continually  repair'd, 

Why,  not  eternal,  haft  thou  well  declar'd? — 

Becaufe,  renew'd,  the  race  muft  have  begun. 

And  every  Sire  muft  firft  have  been  a  Son  : 

The  Son  deriv'd  his  being  from  a  Sire, 

So  that  we  ftill  look  up  to  fomething  higher. 

Seed,  by  Earth's  moifture  nourifli'd,  Forefts  breeds, 

Forefts,  in  turn,  fliower  down  their  plenteous  Seeds : 

Trees,  then,  and  Seeds,  'tis  plain  to  common  fenfc, 

Did  their  exiftence  at  fome  time  commence. 

So  Day,  and  Night,  did  once  begin  to  be, 

Since  in  SuccefTion  regular  they  flee : 

Both  of  Eternity  are  thus  beguil'd — 

Which  fhall  we  ftile  the  Parent,  which  the  Child  ? 

Nor  to  eternity  can  Time  lay  claim. 

Since  fleeting  particles  compofe  it's  frame, 

Which,  (to  your  memory  once  again  recall,) 

Rife  for  a  moment,  inftantly  to  fall. 

Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  Wintefj  lihk'd  appear^. 

And  in  progieflive  Chain  lead  on  the.year ; 

Thus  amply  proving  on  SucceflTion's  plan, 

A  time  when  firft  the  Univerfe  began. 

When  parts  in  regular  fucceflion  rife, 

None  in  priority  can  claim  the  prize  i^ 

No 
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No  Scafon,  therefore,  by  it's  proper  force, 
Has  held  throug-h  all  eternity  it's  coiirfe  : 
None  ever  could  have  been,  had  Sovereign  Power 
Not  call'd  it  forth,  at  his  appointed  hour, 
Giv'n  it  a  being,  by  his  hand  imprefs'd, 
And  plac'd  it's  rank  precedent  to  the  reft  ; 
Which  their  diftlnd:  allotted  ftations  know, 
And  thence  in  fure  alternate  order  flow. 

You'll  afk,  perhaps,  in  glaring  proof's  defpite, 
*'  Why  may  not  bodies  move  by  Native  Right? 
*'  Suppofe  them  all  with  motive  powers  endow'd, 
*'  As  an  eflential  attribute  allow'd  ; 
*'  No  Impulfe,  then,  they  ever  can  delire, 
**   Nor  need  we  motion's  Origin  inquire." 
Such  was  the  futile  fophiftry  you  brought, 
To  prove  your  feeds  with  native  Figure  fraught : 
Without  a  Maker  as  your  Atoms  grew. 
You'd  have  them  adl  without  a  Mover  too. 
My  former  trufty  weapons  I'll  employ. 
And  this  old  Sophifm,  now  reviv'd,  deftroy. 
If  in  each  body  Motion  be  innate, 
With  Matter  blended  by  the  laws  of  Fate  j 
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I'd  afk,  what  quantity?  and  of  what  kind? 

To  which  known  quarter  of  the  world  inclin'd? 

Say,  in  what  line  does  it's  exertion  flow? 

DiredV,  or  crooked?  ---  Is  it  fad,   or  flow? 

Of  all  thefe  feveral  movements,  one  alone 

Can  to  all  matter's  adion  give  the  tone. 

Chufe  this,  or  that,   among  the  numerous  tribe, 

Fixing  on  one,  all  others  you  profcribe: 

(What  Nature  plants,  ftrikcs  in  fo  deep  a  root, 

It  never  can  admit  a  Subftitute:) 

But  Body's  freedom  fhall  thy  dreams  enthrall, 

Though  (ccn  alike  fufceptible  of  all? 

How  then,  indifferent,    or  to  that,  or  this. 

All  other  movements  did  it  come  to  mifs? 

And  it's  direction,   fcrupulous,   confine, 

To  what  we  fee  is  now  it's  motion's  line'? 

If  to  itfelf  it  does  it's  movement  owe, 

'Tis  then  effential,  and  no  change  can  know: 

But  Motion's  ever  varying  in  it's  ftate  ; 

In  Matter,  then,   'tis  clearly  not  innate.  ' 

'Tis  vain  t'  objed  that,   <='  as  each  Body  bears 
"  Some  certain  Figure,  which  it's  bounds  declares, 
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<•   Although  it's  nature  arrogates  imprefs'd 

"  None  in  particular  above  the  reft; 

*'  Some  kind  of  Movement  muft  attend  it's  frame, 

*'  Though  no  peculiar  Species  it  can  claim: 

<'  And  that  fuch  movement  muft  obey  the  laws, 

"   Impos'd  at  will  by  each  external  caufe. 

*'  A  wheel,  thus,   by  the  ftream's  diredlive  force, 

"   Around  it's  axis  ftiapes  it's  whirling  courfe." 

See'ft  thou  how  far  this  fuppofttion  goes? 

It  robs  at  once  all  bodies  of  Repofe: 

Motion,  as  Figure,  muft  with  each  remain — 

Thou  dar'ft  not  fuch  a  paradox  maintain. 

In  body  Figure  muft  be  always  found, 

Stamp'd  by  the  limits,   which  it's  mafs  furround: 

But  conftant  Motion  we  may  well  refufe; 

It  may  ftand  ftill,  nor  yet  it's  eftTence  lofe: 

Mov'd,  or  quiefcent,   'tis  the  fame  in  fadt, 

Of  the  fame  cluftering  particles  compadl. 

Did  not  ev'n  you  fuppofe,  that  native  Weight, 

With  which  you  fabled  all  your  Seeds  replete, 

When  to  the  centre  any  one  fhould  drop, 

Would  there  compell  it  forcibly  to  ftop  ? 

On  this  foundation  futely  you  conceiv'd, 

That  Atoms  might  be  from  their  race  reliev'd, 
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That  crippled  Motion  might  fuflain  a  paufe, 
Yet  they  furvive,  linhurt  by  fuch  a  caufc. 

A  body  tooj  as  Scnfe  and  Reafon  prove, 

Prcfs'd  equally  on  all  /idcs,  cannot  move. 

'Twas  this  idea  made  your  Sage  To  loth, 

T'  admit  the  Plenum,  left,  ijmimers'd  in  floth, 

All  things  iliould  {lumber;  yet  he  never  thought, 

Bodies  by  this  would  be  reduc'd  to  nought. 

Equal  in  magnitude,  with  force  alike. 

Two  adverfe  bodies,  each  the  other,  flrike  ; 
Their  motion,  inftantly,  is  feen  to  ceafe. 
The  violent  conflid:  terminates  in  peace. 
Matter  does  not  require,  'tis  then  confefs'd, 
Motion  innate;  for  bodies  often  reft: 
Nor  does  it  arrogate,  as  hath  been  prov'd, 
Perfed:  Repofe,;   for  bodies  oft  are  mov'd. 
Reft,   then,   and  Motion,  adventitious  things. 
Neither,  entwin'd,  to  body's  effence  clings : 
Mere  Mode  is  all  the  attribute  they  claim, 
Abfent,   or  prefent.  Body's  ftill  the  fame. 
Thus,  whether  foftly  lolling  on  the  mead. 
While  the  green  turf  fupports  his  languid  head ; 

U  u  Or 
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Or  mounted  on  a  courfer,  free  from  rein, 

Whofe  eager  fpeed  devours  the  lefTening  plain; 

EiTence  unchang'd  by  either  different  plan, 

A  Man  is  flill  the  fame  identick  Man. 

Thus,  no  new  property  does  Air  acquire, 

Nor  from  it's  Subftance  any  part  retire; 

Whether  ferene,  and  filent,  calm,  and  clear,  * 

It  lends  new  beauties  to  the  opening  year; 

Or,  rous'd  to  rage,  in  wintery  tempefts  roars, 

Strewing  the  dales  with  woods,  with  wrecks  the  fhores. 

Mid  Sabine  Rocks  behold  the  Anio  rife, 

And  peaceful  flow  where  pleafant  Tibur  lies; 

Then,  on  a  fudden  failure  of  the  ground, 

Rufli  headlong,   thundering  through  the  gulph  profound; 

While  it's  white  foam  in  clouds  afcends  the  fky. 

And  fparkling  fliews  the  Rainbow's  various  dye: 

Then,   in  new  chafms  precipitated,   roll, 

Through  mazy  labyrinths  winding  to  the  goal; 

Each  yawning  cavern's  loweft  depths  affail, 

While  hideous  bellowinos  rend  the  echoing  vale: 

Now,  ris'n  to  light,  along  the  floping  flde, 
Of  a  green  hill,  it's  fllver  ftream  divide 
Into  an  hundred  rivulets  ;   then  fall 
Down  to  the  botto.Ti,  and  unite  them  all : 

Thence 
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Thence  fmoothly  gliding,  with  collected  wave, 

The  fertile  plains  of  fmiling  Latium  lave. 

But  all  thefe  changes  alter  not  it's  frame, 

The  individual  River  is  the  fame; 

Or  headlong  thundering  through  the  gulph  profound, 

Or  when  it's  floods  in  frothy  clouds  rebound, 

Or  when  abforb'd  in  caverns'  depths  it  hides. 

Or  when  in  rills  it's  fllver  ftream  divides. 

Or,  re-uniting,  with  colleded  waves, 

The  fertile  plains  of  fmiling  Latium  laves. 

The  only  difference  Body  ever  owes. 

To  fleeting  Motion,  or  to  fix'd  Repofe, 

Is  this;  it's  fite  that,  refting,  it  preferves. 

Moving,  inceflant  from  it's  flte  it  fwerves. 

If  much  in  little  time  the  motion's  flow. 

The  movement's  quick;  in  much  if  little,  flow. 

From  the  refpedtive  Routes  that  bodies  take, 

And  from  the  Figures  in  thofe  routes  they  make, 

Difl:in6lions  various  their  progreflion  claims. 

Which  all  are  noted  by  appropriate  names. 

Continued  fix'dnefs  of  Fofition's  Rest; 

Motion,  continued  change,  howe'er  imprefs'd. 

U  u  2  Bur, 
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But  let  this  Situation  fix'd  remain, 
Or  vary,  ftill  'tis  manifcftly  plain, 
Eut  that  of  Mode,  no  title  it  can  bear. 
Since  Body  may  pofTefs  it,  or  can  fparc  : 
Hence  it  appears,  that  Sites,  as  Figures,  all, 
Within  the  fame  predicament  mufl:  fall. 
Two  forts  of  Figures  Body  make  finite, 
By  curve' lines  terminated,  or  by  right: 
So  are  two  Species  of  Position  mix'd. 
To  form  the  Genus  j   mutable,  and  fix'd. 
As  no  one  Figure  girds  all  Matter  round, 
So  to  no  one  Pofition  is  it  bound  : 
None,  to  the  reft  preferring,  can  it  chufe, 
None,  undervaluing  by  the  ref!:,  refufe : 
None  by  felf-power  to  felf  can  it  impart. 
None  lofe,  or  vary,  with  it's  utmoft  art. 
It's  prefent  ftate  it  never  can  forego, 
Unlefs  difturb'd  by  fome  external  blow. 
Some  kind  of  Figure  Body  ftill  mufl:  claim , 
But  curve,  or  rectilineal,  's  all  the  fame  : 
Body  cannot  exif!:  without  a  Site  ; 
But,  chang'd,  or  permanent,  is  equal  quite. 
Since  of  Pofition  Motion  is  one  kind. 
Which  no  firm  ties  to  Matter's  efTence  bind ; 
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Body  it  never  guides,  unlefs  imprefs'd, 
To  Matter's  Mafs,  a  Stranger,  and  a  gueft. 
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THOUGH  fnar'd  by  pleafure,  ill-inftruaed  Youth ! 
I  think  thee  fond,  of  juftice  and  of  truth. 
Unlike  to  thofe,  who  build  aerial  fchemes ; 
Or,  rapt  in  magick  of  delufive  dreams, 
Deteft  the  dawning  of  Aurora's  ray, 
Blefs  the  black  night,  and  curfe  returning  day. 
How  can  bright  Sol's  refplendent  beams  difplay'd 
Pleafe  the  dark  tenant  of  the  fullen  fhade  ? 
How  can  the  radiant  form  of  Truth  divine 
Delight  the  votary  chain'd  at  Error's  fhrine? 

X  X  Clafp'd 
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ClafpM  in  Illusion's  foft  encircling  arms. 
Blind  is  the  libertine  to  Virtue's  charms ; 
And  when  to  nought  the  flattering  reverie  falls. 
With  fighs  it's  lliadowy  image  he  recalls. 
Sliouldfl  thou,  my  Quintius,  Rebel  to  my  care. 
Lament  thy  kind  deliverance  from  the  fnare  ; 
Fill'd  with  frefK  wonder,  I  mufl  more  admire 
Th'  unbounded  power  of  that  foul  fiend  Desire. 
Vv'^kate  er  the  SeB^  that-  warr'd  againft  the  fkies-j 
Could  to  fupport  their  hope  forlorn  devife, 
Crufh'd  by  my  hand,  I  dare  proclaim  aloud  — 
Of  fuch  a  vicSlory  Meeknefs  may  be  proud. 
Th'  immortal  Hoft  of  Atoms  is  deftroy'd, 
Ruin  has,  ruthlefs,  feiz'd  th'  enormous  Void^ 
Efiential  Motion's  utterly  o'erthrown^ 
And  all  with  Nature's  faithful  aid  alone. 

His  arms  no  longer  now  thy  Chief  retains ; 
They  lie  in  pieces,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  plains ; 
None  can  they  wound,  but  fuch  as  blindly  ftray, 
In  willing  folds,   from  Reafon's  even  way  ; 
Who,  fons  of  Idiocy !  their  breafts  expofe. 
To  mortal  paffes  from  the  feeblefl:  foes. 


■Now 
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Now  let  Lucretius  in  thofe  Gardens  dwell, 

His  hands  have  toil'd  to  cultivate  fo  well ! 

But  let  him  there,  inglorioufly  obfcure. 

The  irkfome  pangs  of  folitude  endure  ! 

There  let  him  every  idle  art  employ ; 

And  cull  thofe  flowers,  which  Venus'  favourite  Boy 

Ting'd  with  his  blood,  when  erft  the  favage  boar 

With  tuflies  fliarp  the  helplefs  tripling  tore. 

Or  Helicon's  high  fummit  let  him  gain, 

Where,  jointly,  Bacchus  and  Apollo  reign  ; 

In  the  recefs  of  fome  refrigerant  cave. 

With  rapture  liftening,  hear  Silenus  rave; 

As,  every  vein  while  Nectar's  juice  inflames, 

With  ftammering  tongue  the  drunken  God  declaims. 

Of  Seeds  difpers'd  through  vacuous  realms  he  flngs. 

And  how  from  Hazard's  fport  all  Being  fprings ; 

While  Satyrs  leud,  and  wanton  Dryads  round. 

In  antick  meafures  beat  th'  enchanted  ground. 

Then  let  his  phrenzy  ev'n  thofe  Gods  invoke, 

'Gainft  whom  he  'as  aim'd  deftruftion's  deadly  flroke  I 

Of  Mars  and  Venus  paint  th'  adulterous  loves, 

And  all  the  pains  that  haplefs  paflion  proves ! 

Pleas'd  let  his  pencil  dwell  on  rural  joys, 

On  calm  retirement,  free  from  ftrife  and  noife ; 

X  X  2  Where 
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Where  flocks  and  herds  enjoy  the  juicy  blade, 

While  the  gay  fhepherd  chaunts  beneath  the  fhade  : 

With  thefe  contrafting  all  Man's  foolifli  cares, 

War's  dire  alarms,   and  wealth's  heart-narrowing  fnares. 

Let  him  defcribe,  then,  how  the  crowd  immcnfe 

Of  things  around  afFe6l  each  human  fenfe  ; 

How  the  rough  winds,  let  loofe  from  advcrfe  caves. 

With  blafts  tumultuous  agitate  the  waves ; 

How  from  Earth's  womb  collected  vapours  rife, 

And  with  red  lightning  cleave  the  cloud-wrapp'd  fkies  j 

Wild  in  the  woods,  eftrang'd  from  hopes  and  fears, 

How  the  firft  mortals  pafs'd  their  harml&fs  years ; 

What  caufe  at  length  compell'd  them  huts  to  build^ 

And  with  the  plough  upturn  the  fhubborn  field  : ' 

Then  let  contagion  fwell  his  bloated  page. 

While  Athens  falls  by  peftilential  rage. 

Thus  fhall  his  numbers  charm  th'  admiring  throng. 

And  all  Parnassus  echo  to  his  fong : 

Though  grave  Philofophy  reject  his  claim. 

The  Mufe  fliall  ftamp  her  fandlion  on  his  fame. 

Who  can  deny  the  Poet's  high  renown? — 

Ev'n  I  myfelf  will  bear  the  laurel  crown, 

Wreathe  round  his  temples  never-fading  bays, 

And  fwcll  the  londeft  chorus  of  his  praife. 


But 
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But  let  him  ne'er  afTume  didadlick  pride, 
And  lay  down  leflbns  moral  adls  to  guide ; 
Nor,  like  a  Syren,  tune  the  vocal  charm, 
To  wheedle  luU'd  credulity  to  harm. 

To  err  is  human.      Sav'd  from  many  a  florm, 
From  whirlpools,  rocks,  and  quickfands,  that  deform 
The  fmooth  fea's  marble  furface,  fafe  return'd 
From  poles  that  froze  him,  from  the  line  that  burn'd, 
Behold  the  Sailor,  on  his  native  £hore. 
Founder  in  port,  and  fink  to  rife  no  more. 
Thus  they  who  dive  in  nature's  fecret  fprings> 
And  feek  the  deep-laid  principles  of  things  j 
Whom  painful  labour  flrives  in  vain  to  fcare, 
While,  urg'd  by  thirft  of  truth,  they  nobly  dare. 
Though  black  abylTes  open  to  their  view, 
Each  track  that  leads  to  Science  to  purfue ; 
We  mufl:  not  wonder,  on  the  thorny  way. 
Their  faultering  fteps  fhould  Error's  wiles  betray  j 
Or,  by  continual  toil  at  length  o'ercome, 
Fatigue  opprelllve  clofe  the  eyes  of  fome. 
Who  by  Truth's  lamp  long  led  through  paths  opaque,, 
Her  light  through  mere  fatiety  forfake.. 

But 
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I^ut  view,  aftonifh'd,  that  vainglorious  Man, 

VVhofc  vaunting  Mufe  proclaim'd  his  pompous  plan, 

All  Nature's  darkeft  myfteries  to  difclofe, 

And  trace  the  fount  whence  Truth's  pure  current  flows, 

Left  haplefs  Mortals  caufelefsly  fhould  groan, 

Yok'd  by  a  mere  invention  of  their  own — 

View  him,   I  fay,  againft  Religion  arm. 

While  Atheifni's  trumpet  fpreads  the  loud  alarm, 

Yet  with  himfelf  fo  idiot-like  at  war. 

That  his  own  body  bleeds  by  every  fear, 

Aim'd  at  Religion's  breaft;   and  thus  the  foe. 

His  hand  proteds,   his  heart  would  fain  o'erthrow. 

Like  the  old  Giants,  all  his  weapons  fpcd, 

'Gaiiifl  Heav'n,  fall  down  in  ruin  on  his  head. 

Not  the  Deliverer  him  of  loft  Mankind, 

But  the  poor  fervile  Eulogift  you  find. 

Of  that  vain  Grecian,  falfely  ftil'd  the  Sage, 

Who  firft  infpir'd  his  God-dethroning  rage. 

In  founding  words  he  made  his  boaft  to  prove, 

That  Atoms  all  by  native  vigour  move: 

We've  feen  how  well  this  high-profefling  Guide, 

Perform'd  the  princely  promife  of  his  pride. 

With  like  prefumption  did  Spinoza  dare, 

Motion  innate  in  Matter  to  declare: 

He 
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He  too  the  fate  he  merited  has  found, 

By  reafon's  lance  laid  level  with  the  ground. 

In  Matter  fince  'tis  manifeftly  plain, 

That  Motion's  principles  are  fought  in  vain; 

To  gain  a  clear  difcovery  of  their  fource. 

To  other  powers  we  now  muft  have  recourfe. 

Minds  have  exigence.     Every  Man,  untaught, 
Thinks,   and  is  confcious  to  himfelf  of  thought: 
As  propofitions  pafs  him  in  review, 
Denying  faife  ones,  he  affirms  the  true. 
When  through  the  fenfes  objed;^  enterance  find, 
They  then  fuflain  the  ftridlures  of  the  Mind; 
"Which  all  their  obvious  properties  declares, 
And  with  each  other  carefully  compares, 
Ranfacks  at  will  th'  accumulated  hoard, 
And  marks  th'  ideal  difference  or  accord. 
At  length,  obferving  many  various  fwarms, 
Some  certain  Archetypes  within  {he  forms, 
Internal  Models,  ne'er  to  be  remov'd, 
By  which  all  tilings  are  cenfur'd  or  approv'd. — 
Nor  will  I  here  the  queflion  agitate. 
Whether  Man's  firft  ideas  be  innate, 
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Or  from  the  mental  operations  rife : 

That  tliey  exift  is  clear;  let  that  fuffice. — 

Balanc'd  by  different  reafons,  oft  the  Mind 

Stands  in  fufpenfe,  to  neither  fide  inclin'd; 

In  queft  of  knowledge,  fluduates,  doubts,  demurs, 

Eecaufe  no  proof  demonftrative  occurs: 

In  gradual  progrefs  often  truths  unknown 

Py  light  of  truths  aheady  learn'd  are  fhewn : 

The  manly  chace  her  adive  powers  purfue, 

Hoarding  old  treafures,  and  acquiring  new; 

To  her  found  judgement  we  may  firmly  truft, 

And  tell  the  falfe  conclufion  from  the  juft; 

To  apt  arrangement  all  our  thoughts  fhe  brings, 

Fixino-  th'  exad  comparifons  of  things. 

'Tis  thus  by  dint  of  labour  £hc  afcends. 

And  crowded  objedls  clearly  comprehends; 

Then,  by  reflection's  retrofpedive  aid, 

Confiders  every  painful  ftep  flie  made. 

Nay,  ev'n  when  ignorant  moft,  her  knowledge  goes 

Thus  far  at  leaft,  her  ignorance  that  (he  knows: 

Whene'er  fhe  doubts,   that  doubt  a  thought  fupplies, 

When  (he  denies,  fhe  knows  that  fhe  denies. 

And  when  a  latent  verity's  attain'd, 

Exulting  feels  her  favourite  quarry  gain'd. 
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Hence  Man  his  knowledge  o'er  the  world  expands, 
And  by  his  Mind  the  Univerfe  commands: 
He  fees  the  elements  whence  body  fprings, 
And  traces  out  the  orig-in  of  thino-s: 
Earth's  globe  he  meafures;   mounting  thence  on  high, 
Defcribes  the  ftarry  regions  of  the  Sky. 
Then  the  dark  Cone  through  heav'n's  expanfe  difplay'd, 
Form'd  by  the  folid  Earth's  projedled  fhade. 
As  to  the  Sun  oppos'd  it  whirls  around, 
He  follows  clofe,  and  marks  it's  utmoft  bound; 
Juftly  foretelling,  at  what  hour  of  night, 
What  part  of  heav'n,  'twill  rob  the  Moon  of  light; 
Nay,   pointing  out  fair  Cynthia's  forc'd  difguife. 
For  years  on  years,  for  ages  yet  to  rife. 
He  then  furveys  the  trads  of  fea  and  land, 
Which  Cynthia's  fhadow  can  in  turn  command, 
While  fhe  removes  her  Brother's  beams  away. 
And  with  her  convex  body  breaks  the  day  ; 
Reckoning  the  digits,  with  precifion  fure. 
Of  Sol's  broad  difk  th'  intruiion  muft  obfcure. 
Then  darting  onward  to  the  realms  above, 
He  towers  among  the  Satellites  of  Jove; 
Sees  how  they  wage  perpetual  civil  war. 
Hiding  from  each  by  turns  their  common  flar; 

Y  y  With. 
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With  adverfe  fronts  encountering  fliroud  the  rays,. 
Though  each  the  Sovereign  Planet's  power  obeys.. 
All  thefe  ft  upend  ous  wonders  to  explore, 
Man's  ad:ive  Mind  from  world  to  world  can  foarj- 
Prophet  infalliblej   he  names  the  hours. 
When  Orbs  celeftial  {Kali  exert  their  pow'rs, 
With  far  more  fiire  prediffion,  nor  leCs  bold^. 
Than  fam'd  Sibylline  oracles  of  old. 
Fix'd  in  the  humble  flation  of  his  birthj, 
This  ciay-form'd  frail  inhabitant  of  earthy. 
Within  his  narrow  lowly  cot  coniin'd,. 
Can,   by  the  fole  exertion  of  his  mind, 
Meafure  this  World,  define  it's  fhape  and  fize,. 
Mark  every  fpot  that  on  it's  furface  lies, 
Divide  it's  diiacs,  by  regular  degrees, 
From  burning  tropicks  to  the  poles  that  freeze: 
And  though  'twixt  pole  and  pole  no  points  appeafj. 
Where  radiant  Phoebus  gilds  the  varying  year; 
No  Rated  points,  imprefs'd  by  Nature's  hand. 
And  giv'n  for  ever  motionlefs  to  ftand; 
By  which  the  diflances  of  place  and  place, 
With  them  compar'd,  he  might  diftindlly  trace; 
Such  his  fharp  Mind  fuppofes,   and  fupplies, 
By  ftrength  of  genius,  thus,  what  Heav'n  denies. 

Adventurous 
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Adventurous  Marinefj  he  fpreads  his  fails, 
And  truds  his  bark  to  the  capricious  galcsj 
By  them  o'er  all  the  depths    of  Ocean  hurl'd, 
He  draws  a  tracklefs  circle  round  the  World; 
Dauntlefs  he  lands  where'er  his  veflel's  blown, 
Nor  fears  night's  perils  on  a  coaft  unknown; 
But,  by  the  needle  guided  o'er  the  waves, 
All  the  rough  fea's  tempeftuous  broils  he  braves  j 
For  gold  th'  Atlantick  Ocean's  rage  he  ftems, 
Croflcs  rich  India's  gulphs  for  precious  gems, 
Dreads  not  for  gain  his  puny  frame  t'  expofe, 
To  Southern  calentures,  and  Northern  fnowst 
Curious  he  fleers  by  unexperienc'd  ways. 
And  feeks  new  countries,  promontories,   bays; 
While  with  his  plummet  dragg'd  along  the  ground, 
The  various  depth  he,  careful,   flrives  to  found; 
Thus  in  his  fkill  'gainft  every  chance  confides. 
And  mocks  the  angry  tofllng  of  the  tides. 

All  Arts  already  learn'd  his  toils  purfue, 
Improving  old  ones,  and  inventing  new: 
The  firmefl  compofitions  he  diflblves, 
Severing  th'  ingredients  which  their  frame  involves; 

Y  y  2  Th' 
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Th'  internal  mafs  of  Fluids  he  explores. 

Draws  fait  and  fulphtir  from  their  inmoft  pores, 

Directs  the  feeds  in  other  forms  to  blend, 

Imitates  Nature,  nay,  ev'n  dares  to  mend. 

Plundering  brighs  Sol,  unpunifh'd,  of  his  rays. 

He  with  a  glafs  colledrs  the  burning  blaze, 

Till  each  refraded  beam  of  light  confpires, 

Prefs'd  to  a  point,  to  dart  confuming  fires : 

Heav'n,  of  it's  pureft  radiance  thus  bereft, 

Remits,  unpray'd,  th'  audacious  felon's  theft; 

Nor,  like  Prometheus,  chain'd  from  age  to  age. 

Feels  he,  transfix'd,  the  ravenous  vulture's  rage. 

While  his  fwoln  liver  endlefs  feafts  fupplies— 

If  fabulous  Greece  gave  birth  to  aught  but  lyes> 

Sldlful  Optician,  he  extends  his  fight, 

Contriving  glafies  to  dilate  the  light. 

Relieved  from  each  body  ;  thus  appear, 

Didindl  confus'd  ones,  and  obfcure  ones  clear ;, 

While  all  their  images,  at  his  command. 

Unfold  their  opening  figures,  andi;  expand : 

The  hidden's  fhewn,  the  fmalleft  grows  in  fize,. 

The  far  remote  approaches  near  his  eyes  : 

Then  through  the  microfcape  their  beams  convey'd. 

Behold  parts  wrapp'd  in  fecrecy  difplay'd, 
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Pierce  through  th'  interior  mechanifm  of  things, 
And  wondering  view  their  moft  myfterious  fprings : 
Thus  Nature's  art,  induftrioufly  conceal'd, 
By  Man's  acute  invention  ftands  reveal'd. 
The  numerous  nations  dwelling  round  the  ball, 
His  powers  articulate  conneA  them  all: 
His  (kill  th'  inflrudive  pleafing  commerce  wrought, 
Which  yields  by  words  an  interchange  of  thought ; 
His  fkill  the  voice  in  magick  fetters  bound, 
Gave  form  to  air,  and  permanence  to  found. 
Man's  Mental  Image,  flarting  from  the  foul. 
Flies  all  abroad  o'er  Earth  from  pok  to  pole, 
Cloath'd  in  the  cindure  of  the  painted  page, 
Tranfmits  th'  effufion  pure  from  age  to  age. 
Survives  the  fall  of  realms,  the  wreck  of  time. 
And  breathes  her  Parent  Mind  through  every  clime. 

Searching  on  caufes  how  eftefts  depend, 
Man  traces  out  his  Being's  aim  and  end  ; 
Nature's  recefs  with  curious  eye  pervades. 
And  ftrips  her  darkeft  myfteries  of  their  fhades,, 
To  Senfe  impervious  paffagcs  puifues. 
Till  all  th'  arcana  of  her  ftate  he  views.. 
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On  wing  fublime  he  foars  above  the  fky, 

Heav'n's  right  to  power  fupreme  prefumcs  to  try  — 

"  Rofe  the  vafl:  Univerfe  from  felf- accord  ? 

'^  Or  does  it  owe  it's  being  to  a  Lord?" 

Adjufting  then  the  various  focial  claims, 

Fix'd  rules  of  moral  redtitude  he  frames, 

Juft  from  unjuft,.  as  true  from  falfe  divides, 

And  points  the  path  to  Happinefs  that  guides: 

Widely  he  feparates  honefl:  ads  from  bafe, 

Courts  Honour's  charms,  and  reprobates  difgracc, 

Profit  with  lofs  contrafted  ftrongly  fees, 

And  things  that  hurt  the  mind  with  things  that  pleafc, 

Hopes,  wifhes,  fears,  approves,  and  difipproves, 

Hates,  and  (O  !  nobleft,  beft  of  paflions !)  loves. 

Studious  again  to  fcrutinize  his  breafi:, 

All  his  defires  and  deeds  he  brings  to  ted, 

Each  thought  with  ftrid:  feverity  revolves, 

Pronounces  judgement  on  his  own  refolves, 

His  vices,  errors,  foibles,  faults  detects, 

1  hen  weighs,  examines,  cenfures,  and  corrcifls. 

Superior  far  to  her  affociate  Clay, 
Mind  over  Body  bears  defpotick  fway; 

Direds 
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Dire^s  the  members  manifold  to  move, 

Jufr  as  her  high  and  mighty  powers  approve  : 

By  her  commanded  rolls  the  ready  eye, 

The  feet  and  hands  at. once  obfcqiiious  flyj 

Each  miifcle  bends  as  her  behefts  ordain, 

And  every  organ  owns  her  lawful  rcion. 

To  fpeak,  or  walk,  thus,  thinking  Man  is  free, 

Driv'n  by  no  impulfe,  but  his  Vv'ill's  decree; 

On  neighbouring  bodies,   then,  the  fliock  imprefs'd. 

Shoves  them  along  perforce,  and  they  the  reft  : 

If  but  a  foot  we  lift  up  from  the  ground, 

Air  wheels  in  rapid  circulation  round.. 

Sound  the  fhrill  trumpet,  all  the  fluduant  Air, 

Rous'd  by  the  noife  it's  trembling  waves  declare  ;, 

Rudely  repuls'd  from  off  the  bordering  hills,. 

The  echoing  vale  their  agitation  fills. 

By  powers  mechanick,  which  his  Reafon  fways, 

The  feebleft  Man  enormous  weights  can  raife ; 

And  from  the  lovveft  quarry's  depths  require 

A  ftone  to  tip  the  loftieft  temple's  fpire. 

Horfes  and  Oxen  ftoop  to  his  command, 

Yok'd  to  affift  the  labours  of  his  hand  ; 

Deep-laden  veflels,  upward  dragg'd  by  them, 

The  fierceft  ftream's  rapidity  can  ftem. 
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Thus,  by,  his  adive  Spirit's  Tingle  force, 
Man  be<Tets  Motiou,  and  direds  it's  courfe. 

'Tis  then,  uncontrovertibly,  the  Mind, 
That  motion  gives  to  Matter,  weak  and  blind  : 
Nor  does  fhe,  poorly  pafllve,  propagate 
Seeds  {he  receives,  but  principles  innate. 
We  feldom  know,  nor  is  indeed  there  caufe, 
Our  proper  movement's  organs  or  it's  laws  : 
Ignorance  is  here  as  capable  as  (kill  ; 
To  move  our  bodies  we  have  but  to  will. 
Can  we  then  doubt,  if  thefe  amazing  pow'rs, 
Which  we  all  feel  at  every  moment  our's, 
Created  Minds  did  from  themfelves  acquire, 
Or  owe  the  benefit  to  fomething  higher  ? 
Some  Being,  who  all  matter's  effence  knows, 
And  all  the  fprings  of  movement  can  difpofc ; 
Who  then,  indulgent  to  our  wifhes,  grants 
What  each  conceits  he  has,  but  really  wants  ? 
Whether,  howc'er,  this  guidance  of  the  reins, 
We  think  Man's  mind  by  native  ftrength  obtains, 
Or  if,  more  juftly,  we  fuppofe  it  lent 
By  fome  fuperior  power's  benign  confent, 
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Thus  much  is  certain,  that  fo  rich  a  prize 
From  nothing  lefs  than  Intelledl  could  rife. 
Motion  no  power  could  e'er  imprcfs  or  guide, 
Unlefs  by  Will  enabled  to  preJide  : 
But  nought  can  will,  unlefs  it  underftands ; 
Some  thinking  Being  motion  then  commands. 
Mind,  therefore,  is  the  firft  and  only  caufe 
Of  motion's  eflence,  and  of  motion's  laws. 
And,  as  a  Mind,  imperfedl  and  finite. 
O'er  human  bodies  claims  this  fovcreign  right, 
So  through  the  mighty,  univerfal  frame, 
The  World's  great  body,  holds  it's  facred  claim 
A  perfect  Mind  and  infinite,  that  warms 
Matter  to  life,  and  all  it's  feeds  informs. 
Now  does  the  Caufe  omnipotent  appear, 
Of  Matter's  movement,  manifeftly  clear ; 
That  Mind  which  Matter  into  being  brought, 
By  His  ALMIGHTY  FIAT  rais'd  from  nought. 

Prov'd  now  beyond  a  doubt  I  fhould  fuppofe 
This  truth,  which  pure  from  reafon's  fountain  flows ; 
Did  I  not  flill  a  prejudice  fufpedl. 
Rooted  in  thee,  which  friendfhip  muft  correct ; 
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That  every  thing  is  Body  that  exifts, 

And  ev'n  the  Mind  of  particles  confifts. 

But  has  it  not  by  fairefl  proofs  been  fhewn. 

That  fluggifh  Matter  cannot  move  alone?  -'.  ; 

Then,  by  clear  confequence,  it  cannot  give 

Motion  to  aught,  unlefs  it  firft  receive. 

Is  not  a  v;ide  diftinftion  thus  affign'd, 

Between  it's  torpid  effence  and  the  Mind  ? 

The  Mind,  proliiick  Motion's  lively  fpring  1  ' 

Who  fcorns  from  foreim  fources  aid  to  brine;. 

But  in  herfelf  has  all  the  power  and  fkill,  ^ 

And  generates  Motion  folely  by  her  Will  I 

All  Matter's  properties,  whatever  plight  t 

It's  fenfelefs  parts  may  oft'er  to  your  fight,  v     ' 

Within  thefe  three  predicaments  are  pent,  : 

Namely,  Pofition,  Figure,  and  Extent.  .; 

This  truth  fliall  be  ev'n  by  yourfelf  confefs'dj. 
With  Rcafon's  light  that  it  was  never  blefs'd. 
For  if  rude  Body's  mere  material  frame 
The  Mind's  tranfcendent  honours  e'er  could  claim, 
By  power  innate,  all  Bodies  mufl;  enjoy 
Senfe  and  Intelligence  without  alloy, 
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Tliefe  gifts  from  flocks  or  fbones  couldft  thou  withhold  ? 

Or  from  thy  feeds,   when  wandering  uncontroiil'd 

ThrouQ-h  the  wide  vacuum's  womb?  no  longer  blind. 

But  every  particle  muft  be  a  Mind  : 

Matter's  each  part  is  Matter ;  'tis  but  fair, 

Each  part  all  Matter's  properties  fliould  fhare. 

In  Body,  thus,  as  many  Minds  we  view, 

As  it  has  parts,  and  thofe  immortal  too: 

For  while  from  death  your  Atoms  you  defend, 

Can  added  Reafon  bring  them  to  an  end  ? 

No :  on  this  footing  every  one  may  be 

Happy,  or  wretched,  to  eternity. 

Thus  when  in  Matter  you  contend  for  Senfe, 

Your  weapons  fail  you  in  your  own  defence ; 

For  then  clear  logick  in  your  Body  finds. 

Not  one,  but  numberlefs  immortal  Minds. 

Difcovery,  Quintius,  to  your  hopes  how  dire, 

Who  but  annihilation's  fate  defire! 

Who  nothing  can  more  horrible  conceive, 

Than  after  death  eternally  to  live ! 

But  if  each  Atom  fuch  perfedions  fill. 
By  ftrength  innate  impower'd  to  think  and  will ; 
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Apt,  or  to  good  or  cvil^  each  may  chufe 
Fair  Virtue's  gifts,  and  thofe  of  Vice  refufe ; 
Or  the  reverfe,  deprav'd,  fiiice  free  the  choice, 
And  form  it's  morals  by  it's  proper  voice. 
Nay,  every  part  the  feed  minute  contains, 
O'er  it's  own  fcheme  of  life  fupremely  reigns  ; 
And  muft  from  Sovereign  Juffcice,  in  the  end, 
It's  due  reward  or  punifliment  attend  j 
If  virtuous,  fure  to  gain  bright  honour's  crown, 
\  icious,  to  meet  the  angry  Judge's  frown. 
Hence  though  the  Bard  immortal  life  fupplies 
To  all  his  feeds,  yet  reafon  he  denies. 
Democritus,  more  liberal,  dar'd  to  feign 
Some  o'er  the  reft  by  nature  born  to  reign, 
Eiidow'd  with  talents  far  beyond  the  crowd, 
Ci  fenfe  and  reafon  eminently  proud. 
As  in  fome  countries,  where  the  generous  plan, 
Chalk'd  out  by  native  Liberty  to  Man, 
Torn  by  the  art  and  violence  of  a  {eWy 
Has  robb'd  the  injur'd  Many  of  their  due. 
The  fcornful  Peer,   in  titled  pomp  array 'd. 
Contemns  tli  "induftrious  tenant  of  the  fpade, 
Thinks  Nature  form'd  his  haughty  foul  for  fway, 
The  vulgar  herd  to  fuffer  and  obey. 
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This  dangerous  tenet  terrifies  the  fchool, 
Which  makes  o'er  minds  mortality  to  rule; 
So  from  Democritus    they  all  retire, 
Condemn  the  dcdlrine,  and  defert  their  Sire. 
In  truth,  could  fhamelefs  arrogance  maintain 
Aught  more  abfurd,  ridiculous,  and  vain, 
Than  among  feeds,  in  effence  all  the  fame, 
Reafon  for  thefe,  yet  not  for  thofe  to  claim? 

Now  let  us  fee,  if  what  the  flavifli  Mufe, 
Who  toils  to  ferve  th'  Athenian  Sage's  viewsj 
On  the  fame  point  has  chaunted  in.  her  fong. 
Than  this  incongruous  thelis  be  Icfs  wrong. 
"  Matter,"  flie  cries,  (and  this  we  well  believe,) 
"  By  nature  is  unable  to  perceive ; 
"  Atoms,  the  feeds  of  all  things,  equal  all, 
"   Blindntfs  and  floth  effentially  enthrall. 
*'   But  when  by  chance  fome  certain  feeds  are  plac'd 
"  In  certain  order,   each  by  each  embrac'd, 
(Though  {he  declares  not  what  peculiar  fort, 
Nor  what  the  ranks  ailign'd  by  hazard's  fport,) 
"  Then,  from  fuch  union  of  the  blind  and  blind, 
"  Springs  up  by  effort  magical  a  Mind." 
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She  thinks,  however,   "  that  fomething  may  arife, 
"  From  air,   pure  bipod,  and  fire's  moft  fubtile  ties, 
"   Which,   though  corporeal,   may  have  thought  and  will, 
"  And  which  th'  aflemblage  when  diiTolv'd  may  kill." 

From  fome  ftria;  tie  that  Matter's  parts  may  know, 
*ris  your  opinion,  then,  a  Mind  can  grow. 
Can  Combination  operate  fuch  a  change. 
By  the  mere  form  in  which  th'  ingredients  range, 
That  where  no  Mind  before  had  any  part. 
Sudden  from  out  the  mafs  a  Mind  fhould  ftart  ? 
A  being,  fkill'd  to  think,  and  underhand. 
To  feel,  to  will,  to  judge,  and  to  command? 
Bodies  to  move,  and  {hape  their  varying  courfe? 
Richly  endued  with  every  adive  force? — 
For  when  a  power  forefees,  reflects,  and  moves. 
Attacks,  flies,  follows,  hates,   refifts,  and  loves; 
Can  there  remain  the  fmalleft  doubt  in  fad. 
That  fuch  a  power  may  well  be  faid  to  ad? — 
Can  Combination  offer  to  your  view 
Aught  in  the  particles  of  matter  new, 
Unlefs,  if  feparate,  union  to  reft  ore, 
Or  fix  an  order  they  had  not  before? 
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Does  fuch  mutation  to  the  portions  add 

A  fpark  of  effence  more  than  what  they  had? 

No:   furely  nothing,  but  to  each  a  piace. 

And  the  whole  mafs  a  figure  to  embrace. 

By  fuch  creation  if  the  Mind  exifts. 

In  figure,  or  pofition,  it  confifts; 

And  as  a  cube  or  cyHnder  is  made. 

So  are  the  mental  faculties  difplay'd. 

Thus  then  on  Matter,   in  it's  effence  blind, 

A  certain  figure  lliall  beftow  a  Mind, 

Which  from  no  other  figure  it  could  claims 

A  certain  piace,  too,  fhall  beftow  the  fame. 

Should  wanton  Hazard  kindly  on  the  right 

The  chance-colleded  particles  unite, 

At  once  they're  fraught  with  every  power  of  will, 

With  motive  force,  and  reafon's  fubtileft  fkill ;, 

Had  her  caprice  combin'd  them  on  the  left, 

Of  fenfe  for  ever,    then,   they  were  bereft. 

Effential  principles  fliall  Contact  change? 

Shall  Nature  vary  as  they're  taught  to  range? 

Who  can  attempt  to  make  fuch  nonfenfe  clear  ? 

Thou  with  thyfelf  art  inconfiftent  here. 

Nothing  from  Nought,   is  thy  firft  boafted  law, 

Yet  Minds  from  nought  thy  Mufe  prefumes  to  diavvj. 
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Creation's  doclrine  firfl  thou  dar'fl:  explode, 
Then  giv'ft  creative  virtue  to  a  Mode  I 

Bodies  may  thus,  I  freely  will  declare, 
Become  tranfparent,  or  condens'd,  or  rare ; 
So  fluid,  foft,  or  hard,  each  mafs  we  And, 
Juft  as  it's  elements  have  been  combined  : 
Thefe  but  from  fite  arife ;   the  body's  frame. 
Nought  new  acquiring,   dill  remains  the  fame. 
As  wove,  or  twilled,  Hemp  we  can  prevail 
T'  extend,  a  Rope,  or  fpread,  a  canvas  Sail  ; 
'Tis  ftill  but  Hemp,  howe'er  it's  parts  we  rang-e, 
Appearance  only  indicates  a  change  : 
Enormous  weights  the  Rope  has  ftrength  to  raif^. 
The  Sail  each  impulfe  of  the  wind  obevs ; 
Thefe  different  funftions  nought  repugnant  breeds 
Nor  naked  Matter's  native  force  exceed  ; 
In  either  ftate  'tis  paffive,  nor,  alone. 
Exerts  a  fmgle  effort  of  it's  own. 
By  rigid  Iron,  lengthen'd  to  a  Sword, 
Man's  blood- fraught  heart  is  with  a  thruft  explor'd  ; 
This  Iron,  on  the  hammer'd  anvil  put. 
And  ilatten'd  to  a  Faulchion's  breadth,  will  cut ; 
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If,  like  th'  Herculean  Club,  'tis  fiifliion'd  round, 
With  mangling  bruifes  only  will  it  wound. 
'Tis  thus  a  plate  of  Glafs  the  light  tranfmits  ; 
But,  broke  by  frequent  blows  to  fmalleft  bits, 
It  then  denies  a  paffage  to  the  rays, 
And  Sol's  bright  image  backward  driv'n  difplays  ; 
This  powder  dipp'd  in  water,   as  before 
Inftant  becomes  diaphanous  once  more. 
The  heat  of  fire  has  power  to  foften  Gold, 
Which  ever  keeps  it's  hardnefs  while  'tis  cold; 
By  fluid  falts  diflblv'd,  it's  fubftance  flies, 
Exhal'd  in  vapour,  and  efcapes  our  eyes. 
While,  through  our  limbs  difpers'd,  our  daily  food 
Throbs  in  our  nerves,  and  riots  in  our  blood  ; 
Lo !  in  how  many  various  forms  'tis  rang'd. 
It's  texture,  only,  and  it's  figure  chang'd  : 
Though  thus  difturb'd  unalter'd  in  it's  frame, 
The  Matter  confl:antly  remains  the  fame  ; 
With  all  the  Modes  that  may  affed:  it's  mafs, 
It  never  can  it's  natural  bounds  furpafs. 

Nor  can  it  thence  by  any  means  afpire 
A  Mode  that's  not  corporeal  to  acquire; 
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A  Mode  from  body's  properties  detach'd, 
A  Mode  with  body's  effence  e'er  unmatch'd. 
This  is  the  law  of  Modes  :   you  cannot  view 
A  Mode  unlefs  you  fee  it's  Subftance  too. 
A  Mode  is  nothing  but  a  thing  endued 
Precifely  v/itb  that  form  in  which  'tis  view'd. 
Reft,  thus,  or  Motion,  when  we  fee  confefs'd, 
We  fee  a  Body  moving  or  at  reft : 
That  is,  it's  ftation  changing  without  ceafe, 
Or  elfe  preferving  conPcantly  in  peace. 
To  Figure  if  attention  iix'd  I  give, 
A  Body  limited  I  ftraight  conceive, 
Clofely  confin'd  within  fome  certain  bound. 
By  right  or  curve  lines  girded  firmly  round ; 
Long,  broad,  and  deep,  in  every  part  alike, 
Or  as  the  various  parts  thofe  meafures  ftrike : 
From  fuch  variety  in  fhape  and  fize. 
May  all  diverfities  of  Figure  rife. 

Whate'er  from  Motion,  or  from  Reft,  can  fpring, 
Or  of  the  whole,  or  parts  of  any  thing, 
Whate'er  from  change  of  Figure,  or  of  Site, 
Or  from  their  ftill  preferving  equal  plight, 
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Muft  be  corporeal,  fince  it  takes  it's  tone, 

And  rife,  from  Body's  properties  alone. 

'Tis  thus  the  hardefi:  bodies  fram'd  appear, 

When  cubick  parts,  nought  thruft  between,  cohere ; 

Or  but  by  gum  and  vifcous  glue  combin'd, 

Or  laid  in  layers,  and  by  their  weight  confin'd: 

Whence  their  refpcclive  fites  they  hold  the  l^me, 

Till  fome  fliarp  Liquor  penetrate  the  frame, 

Or  fubtile  Fire  between  the  faftenino-s  {rlide. 

And  force  the  mafs,  disjointed,  to  divide  : 

Then,  burft  afunder,  off  the  portions  fly, 

Hard  bodies  foften,  nay,  ev'n  liquefy. 

Fluids  of  ever  moving  parts  confift, 

The  flightefl  fhock  unable  to  refift, 

Each  other's  frames  they  break  without  controul, 

And  in  perpetual  agitation  roll; 

Roundnefs,  though  clofe,  forbids  them  to  unite, 

And  Fri6lion  files  their  furfaces  polite. 

Soft  things  of  natures  oppofite  partake. 

The  hard  and  liquid  join'd  fuch  bodies  make; 

Parts  they  contain  of  either  fpecies  mix'd, 

And  in  precife  alternate  order  fix'd ; 

Stiff  cubes,  and  flippery  globules,  interrang'd, 

Preferve  a  mean  between  unchang'd,  and  chang'd, 

3  A  2  The 
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The  fluid  urging  motion,  while  the  hard, 
With  flrcngth  inflexible,  their  courfe  retard. 

Thefe  Principles  eftablifli'd,  nothing  new 
Can  Protean  Matter  ofier  to  our  view, 
Which  we  may  not  account  for,  as  imprefs'd 
By  Figure,  Bulk,  Pofltion,  Motion,  Refl:. 
To  various  purpofe  Fire,   for  infliance,  burns. 
Stones  it  calcines,  and  wood  to  aflies  turns, 
Black  rugged  flints  refines  to  cleareft  glafs. 
Of  fliining  ores  melts  down  the  folid  mafs. 
Yet,  having  drawn  each  particle  away 
Of  moifture  from  it's  bofom,  hardens  clay. 
Fire,  of  all  Bodies  opening  all  the  fprings. 
Extracts  the  inmofl:  principles  of  things  : 
In  flames  o'er  oily  fubftances  it  plays. 
And  lightly  fcatters  round  a  quivering  blaze : 
Some  bodies,  burning,  redden  to  the  view. 
Some  receive  heat,  nor  ever  change  their  hue 
V/ater  oppos'd,  however  fierce  the  flame,, 
It's  fury  fails  not  inflantly  to  tame. 
In  the  hard  conflid:  'twixt  the  flint  and  flcel, 
Lol   fudden  fparks  their  hidden  fires  reveal ; 
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Nay,  fbme  cold  liquors  mingling,  we  admire 

To  fee  thence  iffiie  fmoke  involv'd  with  iirc. 

With  roar  tremendous  when  the  thunders  roll. 

How  fvvift  the  lightning  darts  from  pcle  to  pole  ! 

How  ftrong,    and  active,  (wonderous  to  record  !) 

Unhurt  the  fcabbard,  when  it  melts  the  fword  I 

All  thefe  Phzenomena,  and  many  more, 

Too  tedious  now  diftindly  to  run  o'er, 

Are  clearly  folv'd,  as  foon  as  it  is  known 

That  every  fpark's  a  Pyramid  or  Cone  ; 

Whirling  with  rapid  fpeed  on  every  iide. 

Through  the  whole  world  they're  fcatter'd  far  and  wide. 

What  can  repell  fuch  penetrating  darts? 

Of  every  body  they  explore  the  parts, 

Shake,  tear,  burft,  loofen,  all  they  iind  inclos'd, 

Juft  as  the  different  textures  are  difpos'd. 

Whatever  body's  parts  are  clofe  comprefs'd, 

And  fix'd  in  calm  uninterrupted  reft, 

Enterance  in  them  the  darts  can  hardly  gain. 

But  work  their  way  with  labour  and  with  pain  : 

Are  the  parts  fcatter'd  ?  nought  to  urge  their  flay, 

They  pierce  the  body  through  without  delay  : 

On  bodies  freely  moving  they  imprefs 

With  eafe  the  motion  they  themfelves  poffefs. 

1  o 
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To  parts  liilphureous  firmly  they  adhere, 
Till  vvidi  rude  force  accumulate  they  tear 
Them  from  the  mafs  to  which  they  did  belong, 
And  bear  them  o(^  lurrounded  by  the  throng: 
Then  are  the  darts  on  all  fides  feen  to  fly. 
For  to  the  fmoke  exhal'd  they  all  apply, 
That  numerous  parts  combuftible  contains, 
Which  they  will  never  quit  while  one  remains, 
Eur  fiercely  plundering,  with  incefTant  toil, 
Purfue  the  quarry  till  they've  fpent  the  fpoil. 
Mean  while  they  fliine;   for,  rapid  as  they  whirl, 
Through  JEthcr  rays  continually  they  hurl, 
Which  when  Refradion's  and  Refledlion's  force 
Has  driv'n  through  vaft  variety  of  courfe, 
Fix  on  the  retina,  and  there  defcribe 
Such  obje£ls  as  they  met  of  every  tribe; 
The  lively  Image  as  a  Pidlure  glows. 
And  various  forms,  and  various  colours  (hews. 

When  bodies  no  fulphureous  parts  infold, 
Of  which  the  fiery  matter  may  take  hold, 
It  a6:s  infenfibly,  obfcurely  creeps. 
And  through  the  mafs  it's  filent  paflage  keeps : 
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If  few  fulphurcous  particles  remain, 

It  yields  a  light,  but  feeble,  faint,  and  vain: 

For  to  our  fight  it  cannot  ever  fhine, 

Unlefs  a  ray  emitting,  in  a  line 

Dired  upon  the  pupil  of  the  eye, 

Which  there  it's  lively  brightnefs  may  apply. 

While  ferpentinely  twining,  out  of  fight, 

Bodies  it  warms  indeed,  but  gives  no  light. 

Bodies,  thus  warm'd,  grow  cold  when  all  the  fire 

Into  the  air  does  through  their  pores  retire; 

Or  when  within  their  folid  mafs  comprefs'd. 

And  there  imprifon'd,  'tis  oblig'd  to  reft : 

The  fudden  fhock  of  water's  fluid,  then, 

Reftores  it  all  it's  priftine  ftrength  again. 

Fire  through  the  ample  Univerfe  around. 
In  every  region,  every  fphere,  is  found; 
And,  though  perchance  it  may  not  always  move, 
'Tis  always  ready  motion's  force  to  prove. 
Hence,  when  two  folid  bodies,  flint  and  fleel, 
Th'  impetuous  fhock  of  hard  collifion  feel, 
Fire  fparkling  flies  abroad,  it's  prifon  broke, 
Seizing  the  fteel-dufl:  fcatter'd  by  the  ftroke. 

Two 
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Two  liquors  mingled  ftraight  will  catch  a  flame, 

If  fait  and  lulphur  combat  in  their  frame  ; 

Hiroiigh  the  whole  mais  tumultuous  ferments  fpread, 

And  kindle  fires  within  the  watery  bed  j 

The  adverfe  fluids  hotly  thus  engage, 

Till  loft  in  fumes  they  diffipate  their  rage. 

Fire  darts  it's  influence  through  the  deepeft  mines, 

And  every  grofs  metallick  ore  refines  ; 

Earth's  hidden  caverns  penetrates,  and,  there 

Pent  up  for  ages,  rarefies  the  air  : 

Should  fome  huge  Mountain's  mouldering  fragment  fall. 

And  the  pent  Air,  fo  rarefied,  enthrall, 

Clofing  each  paffage  which  it  might  explore. 

To  join  the  parent  Atmofphere  once  more  ; 

It's  violent  flruggles  fhake  the  trembling  ground, 

Spread  fudden  fate,  and  horror  all  around. 

Thus  in  the  azure  regions^  far  above. 

Is  form'd  the  boafted  thunderbolt  of  Jove  ; 

By  fcatter'd  feeds  of  fubtile  fire  inftill'd 

In  clouds  with  water  and  bitumen  fiU'd, 

Which,  when  cold's  violence  has  cendens'd  the  air, 

Prefs'd  to  the  centre  of  the  cloud  repair, 

And  there,   impatient  of  the  harfli  controul, 

With  furious  rage  vertiginouflyroU : 

The 
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The  hot  bitumen  catches  foon  the  flames, 

The  air  expanded  native  freedom  claims; 

Then,   proudly  fvvelling,  with  tremendous  found, 

Burfts  the  firm  barrier  that  detain'd  it  bound  j 

With  hideous  crafli  the  ice  in  pieces  flies, 

And  flioots  it's  frozen  fragments  through  the  fkics: 

All  -ffither  thundering  fliakes;   on  rapid  vvin(T, 

See  from  the  cloud  the  forked  lightning  fprino;, 

With  fpeed  unrivall'd  (hape  it's  tortuous  way, 

And  all  the  piercing  powers  of  fire  difplay. 

Warlike  Invention  has  of  late  combin'd 

Vulcan  and  Mars,  in  clofe  alliance  join'd; 

And  mortal  thunders  counterfeit  can  vie. 

With  all  the  deep-mouth'd  ordnance  of  the  Sky ; 

While  from  beneath  the  ground  Art's  deadly  powers 

Make  ruin  rife  in  forg'd  iEtnaean  fliowers. 

No  wonder,   then,  that  Air  fliould  lend  it's  aid. 
The  force  of  flame  to  nourifli,  and  to  fpread : 
As  when  a  Angle  fpark  is  caught  by  wood. 
Swift  o'er  the  forefl:  pours  the  fiery  flood, 
Huts,  villas,   towns,  it's  wafteful  waves  confume. 
And  the  whole  Region  trembles  for  it's  doom. 

3   B  For 
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For  the  vad  crowd  of  particles  of  fire, 
That  idly  float,  enibrac'd  by  Air,  confpire, 
And  in  oflenfive  league  with  thofe  engage 
Already  flagrant  with  deftrudlive  rage: 
The  fparks  contiguous  thicken  to  a  throng, 
And,  while  they've  fuel,   urge  the  tide  along ; 
The  fulphur  fpent,  at  length  the  flame  decays, 
And  want  of  food  extinguiflies  the  blaze. 
Hence  blafts  of  Wind  provoke  the  burning  war, 
And  fpread  th'  infernal  ravages  afar; 
Hence  air- fraught  bellows,  in  Cyclop ick  caves. 
Prevent  the  ebbing  of  the  fiery  waves : 
For  thus  frefli  fuel,  added  to  the  flame, 
Forbids  the  barbarous  Savage  to  grow  tame. 
'Tis  thus  the  Air  our  pliant  lungs  receive, 
As  ever  playful  up  and  down  they  heave, 
Pours  through  our  veins  the  falutary  flood. 
Full  fraught  with  fire  to  animate  the  blood : 
The  genial  juice,   with  igneous  fparks  replete. 
While  it  divides  them,   moderates  their  heat; 
Thus  warmth  and  moifture,   kindly  blended,  ferve 
The  vital  fundions  vigorous  to  preferve. 
Thefe  foft  and  fubtile  vapours  enterance  gain. 
Through  all  the  fijie-fpun  region  of  the  brain ; 
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To  every  nerve,  and  organ  of  the  fcnfe, 
Benign,   the  friendly  nourifhment  difpenfe; 
While,  with  infufion  fweet,  the  mofl:  refin'd 
Bedew  the  tender  tablets  of  the  Mind. 

From  all  the  different  forms  it  may  receive, 
Behold  the  whole  that  Matter  can  atchieve. 
I  fee  it's  bulk,  and  figure  often  chang'd, 
I  fee  it's  parts  in  various  order  rang'd; 
But  through  all  change,  of  figure,   ftation,   fize, 
I  fee  no  Mind,   nor  Mind's  Effed:  arife. 
I  cannot  bear  to  hear  thee  ftill  maintain, 
That  Mind  is  form'd  in  Body,   like  the  brain. 
Of  certain  finer  particles  combined. 
Though  each,  when  fingle,  deftitute  of  Mindj 
The  grofs  idea  {hocks  me,   Reafon  too 
Indignant  frowns,  difgufted  at  the  view. 
For  if  the  Soul  can  not  exift  alone. 
But  of  the  Body's  members  be  but  one. 
It's  growth,  like  other  members,  it  muft  owe 
To  proper  food,  and  like  thofe  members  grow: 
By  fudden  metamorphofe,  then,  the  food, 
Juft  as  it  mingles  with  the  mafs  of  blood, 

3  B  2  •  Freed 
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Freed  from  it's  grofs  terreftrhl  clog's  controul, 

Becomes  a  real  portion  of  the  Soul. 

If  then  the  particles  of  bread  we  eat, 

Mix'd  with  the  blood,  be  carried  toward  the  feet, 

Senfelefs  they  ftill  remain;   but  fliould  they  reft, 

Lodg'd  in  the  middle  region  of  the  brcaft, 

There  dwell  by  kindred  particles  embrac'd, 

Where  you  the  temple  of  the  Mind  have  plac'd, 

Quick  fraught  with  reafon,  they  will  then  contend, 

About  the  world's  beginning  and  it's  end. 

Search  for  the  power  that  gave  the  body  breath. 

Extend,  or  bound,  the  drear  domain  of  death. 

Of  blifs,  or  mifery,  feek  th'  efficient  caufe, 

Adorn  and  rule  the  univerfe  with  laws. 

The  force,  which  Nature's  envious  thrift  denies, 

Poficion  merely  cafual,   thus,   fupplies: 

"What  themfelves  have  not  Matter's  parts  can  give. 

And  what  the  givers  never  had,  receive. 

O  Blunder,  obvious  to  the  meaneft  fool!— 

Is  this  the  vaunted  Wifdom  of  your  School !: 

Perhaps  you'll  fay,   "  Though  Atoms  never  claim 
<'  Such  power,  the  Body  may,  v/hich  Atoms  frame; 
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<'   That  fubtile  texture,  and  a  rapid  courfe, 

"  May  be  the  parents  of  this  wonderous  force." 

Loudly  I  anfwer,  What  can  Body  be, 

But  the  mere  feeds  to  form  it  which  agree  ? 

To  rank  what  can  be,  or  polltion,  due, 

But  new  pofition,  or  arrangement  new  ? 

Say,  when  the  feeds,  uniting  clofe,  confpire 

To  form  a  body,  what  can  it  acquire  ? 

What  can,  from  all  their  variegated  ties, 

But  certain  texture,  certain  figure,  rife  ? 

Thefe  are  in  fact,  ev'n  you  yourfelf  allow. 

The  only  properties  that  bodies  know : 

Thefe  are  the  ruling  qualities  alone, 

Which  every  difference  caufe  that  bodies  own  -, 

All  the  relations  various  they  can  claim, 

While  in  their  fubftancc  flill  they  are  the  fame ;. 

Whether  a  texture  loofe  or  firm  they  bear, 

Whether  a  figure  nearer  round  or  fqiiare. 

Body  from  Body  no  diftindion  fhews. 

Which  is  not  well  reducible  to  thofe. 

In  all  thy  keen  refearches  canfi:  thou  find 

Texture,  or  Figure,  apt  to  form  a  Mind  ? 

Is  it  fufficient  knowledge  to  beftow, 

That  Bodies  fhould  from  fubtile  atoms  grow  ? 
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What  can  be  fubtiler  than  a  fingle  one  ? 

And  that  ev'n  you  yourfelf  confefs  has  none. 

Add  Motionj  then,  as  fvvifc  as  you  defire ; 

What  moves  more  fwift  than  aether,  light,  and  fire  ? 

Yet  is  it  certain,  aether,  fire,  and  light, 

Swift  though  they  move,  are  dull  and  fenfelefs  quite. 

Their  Texture  granted  ufelefs  to  the  end. 

Wilt  thou  for  Figure  only  now  contend  ? 

This  laft  weak  tower  may  yet  the  fiege  delay; 

Where  will  not  Error  fiy  to  fliun  the  day  ? 

But  we,  where'er  fhe  fiies,  will  clofe  purfue, 

And  drag  her  gloomy  countenance  to  view. 

By  folid  proof  demonfirated  thou'lt  find. 

That  Matter's  Fitrure  cannot  make  a  Mind. 

o 

For,  were  this  fo,  not  all  that  fill  the  fwarm 
Of  various  figures.  Mind  could  join  to  form  ; 
But  fome,  the  reft  excluding  from  a  fhare. 
Alone  this  high  prerogative  would  bear. 
As  the  fharp  figures  piercing  Fire  muft  claim. 
With  thofe  of  Water  cannot  be  the  fame ; 
As  thofe  that  foftnefs  to  the  Air  difpenfe, 
Differ  from  thofe  that  make  Earth's  body  denfe. 
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By  various  figures  as  we  may  dcfcribe 

Each  element  of  the  corporeal  tribe, 

As  Fire  from  pyramids  it's  fharpnefs  takes, 

Air  elafticity  from  lleiider  flakes, 

As  cubes  on  Earth  folidity  bellow, 

And  fmooth  round  globules  make  all  Fluids  flow, 

So  all  the  various  faculties  of  Mind 

By  various  figures  might  be  well  defign'd : 

Some  fliould  denote  the  fubtile  reafoning  Ikill, 

Some  mark  the  Sentiments,  and  fome  the  \^"ill ; 

Every  moll  fecret  movement  of  the  Heart 

In  this  entablature  muft  bear  a  part. 

Say  then,  what  figure  would  thine  art  point  out, 

Confirm'd  Perfuafion  to  divide  from  Doubt  ? 

Tell  me  in  what  material  form  appear 

Ambition,  Envy,  Hope,  Opinion,  Fear  ? 

What  QuiNTius,  doll  thou  paufe  for  want  of  words. 

Such  numerous  fliapes  though  figure's  change  affords  ? 

How  comes  it  none  occur  throu2:hout  the  whole, 

T'  exprefs  the  lead  affedion  of  the  Soul? — 

Nothing  corporeal  can  thine  art  apply, 

Th'  internal  feelings  e'er  to  fignify : 

Nothing  in  Matter  canfl:  thou  ever  find, 

That  bears  the  leafl:  proportion  to  the  Mind. 
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ShouldR  thou  witluii  the  pale  of  Pvrrho  fal', 
Denying  Matter  to  exifl:  at  all  ; 
Againft  plain  Senfe's  teftimony  deem 
Subilance  a  (hade,  Extent  an  idle  dream  ; 
Th'  immortal  Mind,  ftill  feelingly  alive, 
This  total  wreck  of  Matter  would  furvive. 
Ne'er  to  deilrudiion  can  the  Mind  be  broncfht, 
Holdino;  exiftence  firm  from  confcious  thouoht : 
Your  being's  part,  whereby  you  underftand, 
It's  eflence  proves  by  abfolute  command  ; 
Body's  exiftence  'ere  thou  couldft  perceive, 
Thine  own  thou  couldft  not  even  difbelieve  ; 
Previous  to  Senfe  this  truth  was  clear  to  thee, 
For  thou  hadft  Thought,  and  he   who  thinks  must  be. 
When  firft  you  felt  the  pungent  fting  of  pain, 
It's  caufe  unable,  yet,  to  afcertain,    ' 
With  fuch  fenfation  did  a  fcruple  fpring, 
Whether  you  then  had  felt  a  real  fting  ? 
Captive  and  novice,  then,  the  infant  Mind, 
To  every  thing  but  her  own  Being  blind. 
Matter's  rude  mafs  in  every  part  unknown, 
Held  focial  converfe  with  herfelf  alone. 
Since  Mind  and  Matter  feparate  we  can  find, 
'Tis  clear  that  Matter  is  diftind  from  Mind. 

Come 


377 


ANTI-LUCRE  TIUS. 

Come  now,  the  fundions  of  the  Mind  compare 
With  Matter's  properties,  and  then  declare, 
What  thou  canft  find  cahn  reafon's  eye  to  ftrike, 
In  both,  as  common,  congruous,   or  alike. 
You'll  fay  that  "Matter  forms  our  very  fight, 
"  That  every  kind  of  Colour  dwells  in  light, 
"  That  all  their  various  fpecies  are  difclos'd, 
"  As  this  or  that  ray,  in  the  things  oppos'd, 
Can  gain  admittance,  or  is  driven  back, 
Bluntly  compell'd  to  mark  it's  former  track  ;  • 
"  Whence  certain  traces  to  the  eyes  adhere, 
"  And  truely  note  the  various  objedls  there  ; 
"   As  in  a  mirrour  man's  whole  form  is  found, 
*'  Or  as  a  fooftep's  printed  on  the  ground." 
I  well  believe  it:  here  you  but  impute 
To  light  and  colour  Body's  attribute. 
Thus  Smell,  and  Savour,  Sound,  and  Heat  difpenfe, 
By  fmalleft  feeds,   their  influence  to  our  fenfe  : 
From  fite,  and  motion,  thefe  fenfations  rife. 
And  ftrokes  from  darts  not  obvious  to  our  eyes  ; 
The  trembling  nerves'  extremes  the  fhock  fuftain, 
And  fend  it  upward  quickly  to  the  brain. 
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Far  different  are  the  workings  of  the  Mind, 
Confidering  objeds  by  each  fenfe  confign'd 
To  her  reflcdion,  while  their  natural  {lores 
By  native  light  internal  flie  explores  : 
Nor  does  fhe  only  reafon's  rays  difpenfe 
To  objeds  handed  to  her  by  the  Senfe, 
But  thoughts  and  feelings  from  within  fhe  draws, 
Quite  pure,  and  link'd  with  no  material  caufe. 
Goodnefs,  and  Truth,  thou  wilt  not,  fure,  declare 
In  figure  round,  triangular,  or  fquare  : 
Nor  in  a  fite,  or  movement,  canft  thou  fee 
The  love  of  Virtue,  or  of  Liberty. 
So  of  no  Figure  can  it  be  difcern'd, 
Whether  unjufl  or  juft,  unlearn'd  or  learn'd  ; 
Nor  can  to  Figure  ever  be  applied^ 
Raflinefs  or  Prudence,  Modefty  or  Pride : 
No  Motion,  no  Pofition  we  conceive, 
One  of  thefe  attributes  can  ever  give. 
Thus  all  relation  reafon  foon  explodes. 
Between  fuch  qualities  and  matter's  modes. 
Yet  thefe  three  modes  mufl  be  confefs'd  the  moft, 
Extended  fubftances  can  have  to  boaft  : 
All  the  variety  that  bodies  know. 
To  thefe  three  fimple  modes  alone  they  owe.' 


Th« 


A  N  T  I  -  L  U  C  R  E  T  I  U  S.  379 

The  parts  of  Matter,  agitated,  move, 
And,  thence  refulting,  fome  arrangement  prove, 
Which  gives  a  certain  figure  to  controul 
The  mafs,  and  mark  the  limits  of  the  whole. 
In  figure,  motion,  fite,  and  nothing  more, 
The  Mind,  if  Matter's  Mode,  we  mufl:  explore. 
On  her  our  thoughts  could,  therefore,  never  fall, 
Unlefs  thofe  properties  we  fiiould  recall ; 
And  when  thofe  properties  we  call'd  to  view, 
The  Mind  would  ftill  accompany  them  too : 
For  each  muft  each  reciprocally  draw 
To  light,  fuch  is  of  Modes  th'  eftablifh'd  law. 
But  fince  thou  canft  not  plaufibly  contend. 
That  thefe  diftindl  ideas  ever  blend ; 
Acknowledge  now  the  difference  thou  muft  fee, 
'Twixt  Mind  and  Matter,  in  th'  extreme  degree ; 
And  whether  feparate,  or  conjoin'd,  they  dwell. 
Grant  that  the  former  ever  muft  excell. 

No  certain  kind  of  mode  can  Matter  claim, 
Nor  for  itfelf  a  certain  order  frame  ; 
Thefe  things  from  Motion  only  can  arife, 
Which  not  within  the  power  of  matter  lies : 

3  C  2  Motion 
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Motion  from  Impulfe  fenfelefs  matter  draws, 

Imprers'd  at  will  by  fome  external  caufe. 

That  Caufe  impellent,  whofe  decifive  voice 

Of  all  the  different  movements  fix'd  the  choice, 

The  Choice  itfelf,  by  which  one  kind  imprefs'd 

On  matter's  mafs  excluded  all  the  reft, 

Muft  adual  motion  palpably  precede. 

And  every  thing  that  motion  e'er  could  breed ; 

All  that  within  that  category  fall, 

Modes,  figures,  iites,  they  muft  precede  them  all. 

Since  matter's  parts  at  no  one  time  could  ftand. 

Without  fome  order,  howfoever  plann'd  ; 

Not  ev'n  when  Chaos,  fpread  from  pole  to  pole, 

In  blind  confufton's  mift  involv'd  the  whole  ; 

The  moving  Caufe,  whofe  clear  effects  are  feen^ 

Before  all  matter,  furely,  muft  have  been ; 

And  from  all  body  varies,  as  a  Caufe 

From  which  a  Confequence  found  reafon  draws  i 

But  this  firft  moving  Principle  aftign'd 

We  have  already  prov'd  to  be  a  Mind. 

Th'  Almighty  Intellect,  whofe  power  commands 
O'er  worlds  on  worlds,  the  fabrick  of  his  hands, 

Each 
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Each  Mind  beyond  comparifon  excel  Is, 

Which  pent  within  frail  mortal  Body  dwells; 

PoffefTing  all  perfedlions  in  th'  extreme, 

Immenfe,  eternal,  infinite,  fupreme  ! 

While  human  Minds  were  into  being  brought. 

Poor  weak  dependents !  by  his  power  from  nought. 

Yet  ev'n  from  our's,  faint  images  of  His ! 

We  learn  th'  allperfecft  Mind  of  Him  who  is. 

Pois'd  in  the  firmament  behold  the  Sun, 

Round  whom  great  worlds  their  annual  circuits  run, 

While  to  them  all  his  genial  rays  difpenfe 

Their  influence  bland  through  asther's  feas  immenfe; 

He,  unexhaufted,  pours  th'  effufion  round, 

Explores  the  bottom  of  the  vaft  profound. 

Old  Night's  dominion  drear  his  beams  dcftroy. 

And  fill  th'  enlighten'd  Univerfe  with  joy : 

Yet  ev'n  the  waxen  taper,  which  difplays 

Juft  on  it's  point  a  trembling  quivering  blaze, 

As  round  the  room  it's  weak  effluvia  run. 

Affords  a  faint  idea  of  the  Sun. 

Along  the  fide  of  yonder  verdant  hill. 

With  gentle  murmur  creeps  the  glafiy  rill; 

It's  flender  flream,  as  quietly  it  flows, 

In  miniature,  a  mighty  River  flievvs : 

'Jhe 
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The  micrhty  River,  fvvoln  with  autumn's  rains, 
Which  rolls  luxuriant  o'er  the  fruitful  plains, 
An  image,  though  inferior  far,  fupplies, 
To  bring  the  boundlefs  Ocean  to  our  eyes ; 
The  boundlefs  Ocean,  which  the  world  furrounds, 
Itfelf  unbounded,  every  region  bounds ; 
In  whofe  vaft  bofom  every  copious  Stream 
Pours  all  it's  wealth  from  pole  to  pole's  extreme, 
Nor  all  this  tribute,  added  to  the  ftore, 
Augments  the  riches  it  poffefs'd  before. 

Perhaps  by  reafons  from  experience  drawn 
Thou'lt  ftrive  to  prove  the  Mind  and  Body  one : 
"  Natures,"  thou'lt  fay,  "  fo  clofe  and  firm  allied, 
"  Nor  art  nor  violence  ever  can  divide: 
"  But  through  the  Senfes,  nothing  e'er  can  find 
An  open  paffage  to  the  human  Mind: 
Lull  them  to  fleep,  or  let  a  fever's  rage 
*'   In  conflid  fierce  th'  organick  tubes  engage, 
"  The  Mind  diftracftion  fympathetick  proves, 
*'  Or  burns  with  fury,  or  with  wildnefs  roves; 
*'  Nay,  by  fome  dire  difeafe's  fudden  ftroke, 
"  It's  powers  are  often  radically  broke. 
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«  It  grows  with  Body,  waftes  it's  tender  years, 

'<  In  childifh  fports,   and  idle  hopes  and  fears ; 

**  It's  age  adult  by  flow  degrees  it  gains, 

"   And  manhood's  vigour  with  the  limbs  attains ; 

"  Then,  like  a  tranflent  vernal  flower,  grows  old, 

"  Infirm,  decrepit,  languifliing,  and  cold. 

"  How  many  haplefs  mortals  have  been  born, 

"   Of  Reafon's  radiance  utterly  forlorn  ! 

"  How  many  more  by  accident  have  loft 

"  That  Mind,  whofe  high  pre-eminence  you  boaft! 

"   A  certain  order  wanting  in  the  brain, 

"  Man's  vaunted  mental  powers  no  more  remain, 

"  From  Brutes  he  differs  but  in  outward  frame. 

His  ads  of  fell  ferocity  the  fame. 

As  when  the  poifonous  canine  flime,  inftill'd 
"  Deep  in  the  wound,  the  blood's  hot  mafs  has  hll'd, 
"  Fixing  in  every  tortur'd  nerve  a  dart, 
"   And  kindling  fires  unquench'd  within  the  heart  ; 
"  Point  out  a  mental  difference,  if  you  can, 
*'  Between  the  Beafl:  ferocious,  and  the  Man  : 
'*  Madnefs  extreme  in  each  alike  is  found, 
"  And  equal  luff:  with  ravenous  teeth  to  wound." 

Thus 
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Thus  by  examples,   Quintius,  ill  explain'd, 
Thou  raflily  think'ft  thy  point  completely  gain'd ; 
And,   ftruck  with  mere  appearances,   wouldft  feem 
O'crturn'd  the  ftrongeft  arguments  to  deem. 
Shall  the  Philofopher,  whofe  keen  defire 
In  fearch  of  knowledge  prompts  him  to  afpire, 
Hoodvvink'd  by  Indolence,  remain  below, 
Poorly  content  with  mere  external  fhew? 
Shall  he  not  boldly  trace  the  higheft  fprings, 
And  there  unveil  th'  original  of  things  ? 
Shall  each  light  breath  of  air,   each  whiffling  gale. 
Drive  back  to  fliore  his  veflel  in  full  fail  ? 
Roufe  thine  attention,  exercife  thy  thought, 
Weigh  every  reafon  by  Lucretius  brought, 
And  as  they  may  preponderate  in  the  fcale^ 
Fairly  oppos'd,   let  his  or  mine  prevail. 
His  reafons  all  examin'd,  we  fliall  find. 
They  prove  the  ties  of  Body  and  of  Mind; 
No  more:  for  no  preteniion  can  they  claim, 
To  prove  them  both  effentially  the  fame. 
'Tis  thus  when  Orpheus  ftrikes  th'  harmonious  Lyre, 
While  crowds  of  lifteningfavages  admire, 
His  foul-fraught  fingers  animate  the  ftrings. 
Till  all  th'  enchanted  grove  refponfive  rings ; 
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Yet  to  the  Lyre  fo  much  his  art  is  bound, 

Without  it's  aid  'twere  vain  t'attempt  a  found. 

Once  burft  the  fhell,  no  mufick  it  affords  ; 

Or  if  too  tight,  or  too  remifs  the  chords. 

If  there  be  wanting  ev'n  but  one  alone, 

The  Lyre  has  loft  the  fulnefs  of  it's  tone  ; 

In  vain  the  Lyrift  tries  his  utmoft  fkill, 

He  plays  no  more,  or  if  he  plays,  but  ill. 

Wilt  thou  fuppofe  th'  harmonick  art  to  dwell, 

Lodg'd  in  the  brittle  body  of  the  fhell  ? 

Or  wilt  thou,  blending  either  various  frame, 

Pronounce  the  Lyre  and  Lyrifl  both  the  fame? — 

Thus  of  two  fubftances  is  Man  compos'd, 

Of  Mind's  pure  light  in  Body's  bonds  inclos'd  : 

The  only  difference  reafon  here  can  find, 

'Twixt  Lyre  and  Lyriii,  Body  and  the  Mind, 

In  their  refpedtive  unions ;  is,  that  thofe 

At  the  Muflcian's  will  may  part  and  clofe ; 

While,  ftraightly  link'd  through  life's  continuance,  thcfc 

Can't  join  and  feparate  as  the  Mind  fhall  pleafe. 

The  Lyre  has  gifts  peculiar  to  it's  frame, 
Of  which  no  portion  can  the  Lyrift  claim  : 

3D  Arch'd 
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Arch'd  as  a  vault  it's  jointed  fides  are  bound, 
From  winch  it's  bofom  yields  a  hollow  found  ;, 
Within  the  deep  recefs  loud  Echo  dwells, 
And  every  tone  with  tones  refponfive  fwells ; 
From  the  pofition  various  of  the  ftrings, 
And  various  thicknefs,  bafe  or  treble  fprings  i. 
Acute  or  grave  thus  all  the  notes  are  made, 
And  Modulation's  compafs  ftands  difplay'd. 
Thus  by  the  place  and  form  of  every  part,. 
The  Lyre  muft  fecond  the  Mufician's  art. 
He,  on  his  fide,  has  talents,  whicii  require 
No  prefuppos'd  conneaion  with  the  Lyre  •. 
He  by  his  art  exad  the  time  divides,. 
In  him  the  Soul  of  Harmony  refides ;; 
For  he  precifely  knows  the  utmoft  bounds. 
Both  of  concordant,  and  difcordant  founds ; 
Nor  from  the  Lyre  can  aught  melodious  rife. 
But  what  his  finger  mafterly  fupplies. 
To  both  the  Lyre  and  Lyrift,  then,  we  owe 
The  heavenly  ftrains  their  union  can  beftow: 
Firll  to  the  Inftrument,  which  yields  the  tone. 
Though  wrapp'd  in  fullen  filenee  when  .aloiaes 
But  to  the  Player  chiefly,  who  infpires 
The  heavy  wood  with  his  feraphick  fires, 
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To  vocal  fong  who  roufes  fenfelefs  boards. 
Informs  the  fhell,  and  animates  the  chords. 
This  in  Man's  frame  exemplified  is  fcen, 
Where  the  Mind  adtuates  Body's  dull  machine ; 
And  Body,  fluggifli  of  itfelf  and  blind, 
Yet  anfwers  every  impulfe  of  the  Mind. 
Though  thus  fubmifllve  to  her  ftern  controui, 
It's  native  form  it  owes  not  to  the  foul ; 
Fram'd  by  the  happieft,  beft  mechanick  art, 
Completely  organiz'd  in  every  part, 
It  takes  the  boon  of  natural  life  from  none, 
But  moves  by  nerves  and  mufcles  of  it's  own. 
The  blood  in  tide  alternate  ebbs  and  flows. 
The  trunk  increas'd  by  kindly  nurture  grows, 
The  limbs,  as  branches  of  a  tree,  receive 
Their  growth,  nor  want  the  aid  of  Mind  to  live. 
So  does  the  Mind  her  feparate  fun<ftions  learn, 
In  which  the  Body  can  have  no  concern  : 
As  when  collected  Numbers  fhe  compares, 
Splits  into  equal,  and  unequal  (hares, 
Now  toils  to  multiply,  and  now  divide. 
And  gains  Infinity  on  either  fide : 
Yet  Numbers  have  no  Body,  nor  difpenfe 
The  fmalleft  influence  obvious  to  the  fenfe. 

3  D  2  Though 


-.88  A  NTI-LUCRETI  US. 

Thoucrli  ill  her  nature  narrow  and  finite, 
Through  vaft  eternity  fhe  takes  her  flight, 
A  fpace  immenfe  and  infinite  furveys, 
And  dares  to  trace  th'  All-perfect  Sovereign's  ways. 
Are  thefe  corporeal  ?  do  the  fenfes  here 
Afford  a  rudder  fuch  a  courfe  to  fteer  ? 
Ev'n  thou  thyfelf,  as  often  as  employ'd 
In  contemplation  of  thy  boundlefs  Void, 
However  little  thereunto  inclin'd, 
Diftinguifh  ftrongly  Body  from  the  Mind  ; 
For  does  not  then  thine  adive  Spirit  rife, 
Unclogg'd  unfetter'd  by  material  ties  ? 
The  Mind,  reflediing  by  her  power  of  thought 
On  every  objed:  by  the  fenfes  brought. 
From  individuals  to  the  fpecies  foars, 
.  And  general  abftrad  notions  thus  explores : 

How  caufes  differ  from  effeds  fhe  learns. 

Mode  clear  from  fubftance,  means  from  ends  difcerns  ; 

Knowledge  of  bodies  from  themfelves  divides, 

Knowledge,  which  only  in  herfelf  refides. 

So  that  of  functions  as  there  is  a  clafs. 

Appropriate  to  the  mere  corporeal  mafs. 

Which  from  the  mental  powers  no  fuccour  draws, 

But  takes  it's  orders  from  mechanick  laws  i 

The 
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The  Mind  of  others  is  the  native  fource, 
Which  borrow  nothing  from  the  Body's  force. 


Though,  then,  it  cannot  be  with  truth  denied, 
That  Man  with  knowledge  is  by  Senfe  fupplied  ; 
Yet  things,  no  image  fenfible  that  fhew, . 
Pure  iimple  Intelledl  alone  can  know  :: 
How  fhould  corporeal,  organs  e'er  take  hold 
Of  things  not  cafl:  in  grofs  corporeal  moid  ? 
The  Senfe,  indeed,  her  organs  well  applies, . 
To  figure,  colour,  found,  fmell,  tafte,  and  fize  ; 
Hardnefs  and  foftnefs,.  cold  and  heat,  fhe  feels, 
And  each  repugnant  quality  reveals  : . 
But  what  analogy  can  fcience  find,: , 
'Twixt  Matter's  modes,  and  reafonings  of  the  Mind  ? 
Convidion  muft  conftrain  thee  now  to  own, 
Our  knowledge  rifes  not  from  Senfe  alone. 
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A  compound  fort  'twixt  Senfe  and  Mind  appears; 
'Tis  the  Whole  Man,  that  walks,  taftes,  fees,  and  hears: 
In  thefe  the  Body  and  the  Mind  concur. 
The  firft  obeys,  the  fecond  gives  the  fpur  ; 
As  the  deep-founding,  foul-enchanting  Lyie, 
From  fkilful  fingers  borrows  all  it's  fire. 
i  Senfation 
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Seniation  rifes  from  this  mutual  league^ 

At  once  the  fruit,  and  proof  of  the  intrigue. 

No  fenfe  could  Body,  robb'd  of  Mind,  reveal, 

Nor  could  the  Mind  witliout  the  Body  feel. 

In  vain  our  organs  what  they  catch  from  feafc 

Through  all  the  body's  channels  would  difpcnfej 

Unlefs  within  there  did  a  being  live. 

Each  quick  tranfmiffion  able  to  perceive  : 

For  by  the  organs  is  no  fenfe  poiTefs'd,  ^ 

They  but  communicate  whate'er's  imprefs'd  ; 

Through  pipes  of  lead  inert  as  waters  flow, 

Or  as  man's  image  polifh'd  mirrors  fhcw. 

,'Tis  not  the  Eyes  themfelves  in  fad  that  fee, 

But  that  internal  being,  whofe  decree, 

Where'er  a  favourite  objed  ftands  difplay'd, 

Direfls  their  labour,  and  commands  their  aid  : 

So  is  it  not  the  dull  organick  Ear, 

That  founds  articulate  has  power  to  hear  ; 

But  that  internal  being,  only  hears, 

Whofe  fway  fuperior  rules  th'  organick  ears. 

What  fight  and  hearing  binds  by  firm  decrees, 

Is  the  fole  being  that  both  hears  and  fees. 

When  thy  rack'd  joints  are  fwell'd  with  gouty  pains, 

Or  the  fharp  ftone  tormeats  thy  bleeding  reins  j 
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'Tis  not  the  foot  arthritick  pangs  torment, 
Nor  do  the  kidneys  feel  the  ftone  there  pent; 
No;    'tis  the  Mind  to  which  each  fenfe  appeals. 
The  Mind  alone,  with  body  cloath'd,  that  feels.. 

He,  whofe  found  leg  fbme  trivial  hurt  has  bruis'd. 
By  Fraud  and  Ignorance  barbaroufly  abus'd, 
When  the  fage  DocStor  dares  no  more  prefcribe, 
Made  over  to  the  amputating  tribe, 
Who,  to  the  Butcher's  mangling  knife  inur'd, 
Think  human  limbs,  till  lopp'd,  are  never  cur'd. 
With  vacant  face,  unmov'd,  who  can  fuftain 
The  piercing  fhrieks  of  agonizing  pain, 
From  the  torn  flefh  who  part  the  vital  flood, 
With  hearts  remorfelefs,  for  th^ir  Trade  is  Blood, 
•Who  but  by  tortures,  graves,  and  gibbets  thrive. 
Who  cut  up  groaning  animals  alive. 
Their  quivering  entrails  curioujQy  explore, 
With  favage  looks,  and  fingers  froear'd  with  gore. 
Then,  far  from  fbuddering  at  the  horrid  deed. 
On  each  rack'd  nerve  a  tedious  Ledlure  read — 
He,  thus  by  callous  hands  for  ever  maim'd. 
Feels  in  the  perifti'd  limb  his  pangs  untaja'd. 
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Damns  every  Dodlor  whom  he  ever  knew, 
And  curfes  all  th'  anatomizing  crew. 


While,   wrapp'd  in  meditation  mofl  profound, 
Nature's  myfterious  depths  thou  ftrivTt  to  found  j 
Should  from  the  fire  a  fparkle  burn  thy  fhin, 
Or  but  a  needle  prick  thy  tender  fkin, 
Inftant  thy  reafoning  powers  forfake  thy  brain. 
And  every  thought's  abforb'd  in  fenfe  of  pain: 
Becaufe  the  thing  v/hich  thinks  within  thy  frame, 
With  that  which  feels,   precifely  is  the  fame. 
In  blackening  clouds  when  angry  tempcfts  lour. 
And  Ocean's  gulphs  are  yawning  to  devour. 
The  labouring  billows  rife  as  mountains  high. 
While  red-wing'd  lightning  cleaves  the  rended  Sky; 
The  fear-ftruck  Mariner  beholds  the  ftorm 
Heav'n's  azure  face  with  fulphurous  ftreaks  deform, 
Sees  all  the  foaming  fea's  tumultuous  rage, 
Hears  blaft  with  blaft  in  conflict  fierce  engage, 
Feels  his  tofs'd  fhip  now  rife  upon  the  fwell. 
Now,  by  the  wave  deferted,  fink  to  hell. 
While  the  pale  Crew,  with  loud  defpairing  cries. 
Complete  the  horrors  of  bis  ears  and  eyes^ 
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O'er  his  (lirunk  lips,  all  natural  moifturc  fled, 
A  tafte  of  baneful  bitternefs  is  fpread ; 
From  the  foul  pump  while  exhalations  dire 
Through  his  vex'd  noftrils  odious  fumes  infpire; 
With  cold  intenfe  his  fhivering;  limbs  are  chill'd. 
With  Death's  dread  form  his  fainting  foul  is  fill'd : 
Though  terrors  thus  confummate  fhake  his  mind, 
A  glimmering  ray  o^  hope  remains  behind; 
His  eyes  with  keeneft  eagernefs  explore 
Some  friendly  plank  to  bear  him  to  the  fhore; 
To  Heav'n  he  breathes  pathetick  pious  prayers, 
Addrefs'd  to  Him,  whofe  wrath  when  higheft  fpares; 
Landj   Land,  he  begs,   detefts  the  faithlefs  Main, 
And  vows  he'll  never  tempt  his  fate  again. 
Lo!  from  the  Body's  agitated  frame. 
While  all  it's  parts  their  different  functions  claim, 
What  various  feelings  may  at  once  controul 
The  fingle  Mind  that  animates  the  whole! 

Single  I  call  the  Mind.     It  muft  be  fo. 
So  many  divers  fentiments  to  fhew. 
It's  powers  in  channels  oppofite  employ. 
At  the  fame  moment  feel  both  grief  and  jo}-, 
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Senfations  different  ftudioufly  compare, 

And  fuch  comparifon's  refult  declare: 

Parts  in  the  Mind  of  man  there  then  are  none, 

'Tis  a  pure  fimple  Being,  ftridtly  One. 

For  were  the  Mind  of  many  parts  composed 

However  fmall  and  fubtile  'twere  fuppos'd. 

Each  in  it's  office  occupied  alone 

Would  know  no  other  bufinefs  but  it's  own. 

Nor  could  at  once  the  various  fenfes  view, 

And  give  the  preference  where  it  might  be  due; 

One  part  difcordant  harfhly  would  deny 

The  truth  on  which  another  would  relyj 

One  part  difcordant  harflily  would  refufe 

The  very  thing  it's  neighbour  part  would  chufej 

For  though  by  chance  or  choice  they  might  unite. 

Each  muft  enjoy  it's  free  and  feparate  right. 

As  of  the  portions,  which  the  Eye  compofe. 

Each  it's  diftind  and  feveral  duty  knows. 

And  each  it's  fix'd  appropriate  force  difplays. 

While  one  colleds,  another  parts  the  rays: 

Thus  the  divided  portions  of  the  Soul, 

Each  other's  influence  never  could  controul; 

Repugnant  offices  they  would  difcharge, 

Each  of  it's  proper  power  poflefs'd  at  large. 
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The  Mind  were  then  a  Commonwealth:  like  thofe 

Well-order'd  ftates  which  Ants  or  Bees  compofe ; 

Where,  labour  parted  into  proper  fhares, 

Each  member  his  proportion'd  burden  bears; 

Or  by  mad  tumults  and  feditions  vex'd, 

With  all  the  plagues  of  Anarchy  perplex'd : 

Internal  peace  and  concord  to  reftore, 

Some  favour'd  particle  we  muft  explore, 

Chofen  among  congenial  parts  alone. 

And  rais'd  above  her  equals  to  the  throne, 

Arm'd  with  the  fceptre  of  defpotick  fway. 

Whom  all  the  reft  muft  worfliip  and  obey. 

But  what  fuperior  portion  (hall  we  find, 

To  crown  as  Queen  ?  as  Monarch  of  the  Mind  ? 

(Befides  that  this  feems  not  unlike  the  fcheme. 

Which  fo  abfurd  you  once  thought  fit  to  deem, 

When  the  Droll  Sage,  who  turn'd  the  world  to  left. 

Some  feeds  exalted  far  above  the  reft) 

This  very  Queen,  no  fond  exemption  claim'd, 

Of  leflier  parts  muft  equally  be  fram'd, 

With  thofe  rude  atoms  of  th'  inferior  clafs, 

Whofe  union  forms  the  Body's  rugged  mafs. 

Say,  to  what  part  muft  all  the  others  yield, 

Th'  imperial  fceptre  form'd  by  birth  to  wield  ? 
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"What  Royal  Particle,  contain'd  within 

Th'  atomick  Queen,  {hall  be  the  real  Queen  ? 

Which  of  the  various  particles,  combin'd 

The  Mind  to  frame,  fhall  be  the  real  Mind  ? 

How  eafy,  Quintius,  is  the  taik  to  feign! 

How  hard  by  proof  the  £dlion  to  maintain ! 

A  Being,  which  can  will,  and  can  conceive, 

Simple,  and  fingle,  Reafon  mufl:  believe  : 

Since,  then,  no  part  of  Matter  ftands  alone,  'Vd-jH' 

A  iimple,  fingle,  individual  One  ;  .^ui.i). 

No  part,  or  fingly,  or  with  others  join'd. 

Can  ever  be  exalted  to  a  Mind. 

Thus,  arguing  ev'n  from  Senfe,  the  Mind  we  fee,  -  i 

Unclogg'd  by  matter,  from  divifion  free. 
How  far  from  truth  feems  now  th'  aerial  fcheme, 
Phantaftick  offspring  of  thy  Poet's  dream  !        >  t,,V' 
Whofe  genius  light,  by  grofs  deceits  abus'd. 
Thought  through  our  limbs  a  Vapour  thin  diffus'd, 
V/hofe  province  was  to  regulate  the  fenfe, 
And  to  each  member  motion  to  difpenfe ; 
Yet  ev'n  this  Influence  fubjedl  to  controul. 
Though  Senfe's  Miftrcfs,  Servant  of  the  Soul : 

The 
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The  Soul's  fupreme  dominion  he  confefs'd, 
Inchron'd  within  the  centre  of  the  brcaft  ; 
Whence  by  her  will  this  arbitrary  Queen 
The  fprings  diredled  ot  the  whole  machine : 
But  this  imperial  Ruler  of  our  hearts, 
He  fram'd  of  matter,,  and  compos'd  of  parts. 
We've  hear'd  of  vain  Philofophers,  who  thought 
The  Mind  by  concord  of  the  Body  wrought ; 
Believ'd  it's  elTcnce  merely  to  arife 
From  fome  apt  order  of  corporeal  ties  ; 
A  certain  Harmony  throughout  the  whole, 
They  idly  feign'd  to  conftitute  a  Soul. 
Reafon  at  once  fuch  do6lrine  mufi:  explode  : 
What  is  this  boafted  Harmony  ?  —  a  Mode. 
Such  Concert  needful  to  man's  life  we  find, 
But  can  there  ever  thence  refult  a  Mind  ? 
Can  fuch  a  Mode  be  fraught  with  mental  fkill  ? 
Can  fuch  a  Mode,  or  acl,  or  think,  or  will  ? — 
The  Mind,  of  feparate  parcels  uncompos'd, 
Though  in  dividuous  Body  now  inclos'd, 
Wants  not  the  help  of  matter's  drofs  to  thrive, 
But  Body's  utter  ruin  may  furvive. 
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To  reafon's  rule  thefe  principles  applied 
•Will  quickly  teach  thee,  why  the  Mind,  allied 
To  frail  caducous  Matter,  fliould  fuftain 
A  fliare  of  all  it's  labour  and  it's  pain  ; 
Feel  each  affedion  of  the  Body's  frame, 
Though  not  in  manner  perfedly  the  iame. 
Their  league,  whence  this  conclufion  we  muft  draw, 
Is  founded  on  a  firm  eftablifh'd  law ; 
That  certain  changes  which  the  Body  proves, 
In  certain  lines  as  often  as  it  moves, 
Certain  ideas  in  the  Mind  excite, 
Which  with  fuch  movements  we  may  well  unite  : 
And  that,  reciprocally,  when  the  Mind, 
Of  her  own  free  fpontaneous  will  inclin'd, 
Direds  her  powers  to  mark  a  certain  thought, 
A  certain  movement's  in  the  Body  wrought. 
Suppofe  two  Bodies  fo  together  link'd, 
That  neither  could  a  movement  prove  diftina, 
But  both  in  every  one  muft  ftill  confpire ; 
Such  union  wouldft  thou  not  pronounce  entire? 
Suppofe  two  Minds  johi'd  by  fuch  perfeft  ties. 
That  each  idea  which  in  one  fliould  rife. 
At  the  fame  inftant  muft  the  other  meet; 
Such  union  wouldft  thou  not  pronounce  complete  ? 
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Thus  Mind  and  Body,  though  by  nature  far 
Afunder  plac'd,  and  ever  born  to  jar, 
Forc'd  by  Omnipotence  tojoii*  their  hands, 
Are  clofely  knit  in  wedlock's  facred  bands ; 
Beneath  fuch  aweful  fandtion  reconcil'd, 
They  feel  th'  eflential  difTonance  beguil'd, 
Become  one  perfon,  lend  their  mutual  aid, 
To  guard  the  union  Power  Divine  has  made, 
And  ad:,  at  leafl  throughout  this  mortal  life, 
Th'  harmonious  part  of  Hufband  and  of  Wife. 

Since,  then,  ideas  of  a  certain  clafs 
Serve  certain  movements  of  our  earthly  mafs. 
No  wonder,  when  the  Body's  plight  is  chang'd^ 
It's  native  powers  organical  derang'd, 
Whether  by  ficknefs,  accident,  or  fleep, 
The  Mind  no  longer  fhould  her  temper  keep  : 
Chief,  if  invading  the  cephalick  cells, 
Where  deep  engrav'd  each  object's  image  dwells, 
The  dire  diforder  that  rich  fource  o'erthrow. 
Whence  through  the  nerves  the  lively  fpirits  flow  :. 
Then  on  the  foul  no  figures  are  imprefs'd, 
Or  if,,  imperfect  and  confm'd  at  beft  ;. 
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Nay,  by  th'  inverted  organs  often  bent, 
In  forms  reverfe  to  what  they  reprefent; 
Whence  dull  delirium,  driveling  dotage  rife, 
And  furious  Phrenzy  rolls  her  favage  eyes: 
For,  while  Heav'n's  facred  ordinance  (hall  bind. 
And  in  rude  clay  incarcerate  the  Mind ; 
Her  prifon-laws  fhe  ftridly  muft  obfcrve. 
Nor,  till  releas'd,  can  from  th'  alliance  fwerve. 
As  this  compadted  Body  things  around 
Or  fweetly  titillate,  or  harfhly  wound. 
Either  diftindt  impreffion  fhe  receives, 
Pleafant,  or  painful,   and  is  glad,  or  grieves: 
Although  the  Body,   whence  {he  takes  the  tone, 
Remains  as  wood  infenfible  or  ftone; 
And  whether  foft  things  foothe,  or  harfh  annoy, 
Perceives  no  pain  or  pleafure,  grief  or  joy. 
When  Death  the  lamp  of  life,   with  icy  hand. 
At  laft  extinguifhes  by  Heav'n's  command ; 
The  vital  fpark.  of  pure  coeleftial  fire 
From  thefe  rude  limbs  rejoices  to  retire : 
To  longer  now  with  Body's  drofs  involv'd. 
But  free,  untrammell'd,   conftant,  undiflblv'd, 
Death's  dreaded  dart  the  Mind  fecure  defies ; 
Whate'er  can  brave  division  never  dies. 
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The  Mind  does  not  in  Infants  tliefefore  grow, 
By  gradual  progrefs,  regular  and  flow: 
The  ampleft  being  fl:ie  can  ever  claim, 
From  her  firfl:  origin  attends  her  frame. 
If  at  that  time  a  proof  fhe  fcarce  can  give. 
By  which  fhe  even  may  be  known  to  live, 
But  buried  feems  in  lethargy  profound. 
How  can  fhe  ad  in  infant  fetters  bound? 
How  can  fhe  fhew  the  fparks  of  efTence  pure, 
A  Novice  yet  in  body  immature? 
The  figures,  which  mufl  aduate  her,  remain 
As  yet  quite  uncolleded  in  the  brainy 
Exterior  objeds  have  not  furnifh'd  yet 
Th'   ideal  ftores  which  Age  is  fure  to  get : 
Ev'n  now,  howe'er,  fome  fentiment  appears. 
By  childifh  cries,  and  fcreams,  and  fmiles,  and  tears. 
When  the  Machine  by  gradual  growth  fhall  thrive. 
And  at  confummate  Manhood's  ftrength  arrive; 
When  order  reigns  in  each  cephalick  cell. 
And  Memory's  treafures  by  Experience  fwell; 
Soon,  her  vaft  powers  admiring,  fhall  we  view, 
What  Mind,  with  fuch  auxiliaries,  can  do. 
By  them  unaided,  every  effort's  vain— 
Without  an  hoft  what  General  could  campaign? 

3  F  What 
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"What  valiant  Soldier  fight  without  his  arms? 

What  hand,  unpencill'd,  paint  my  *  *  *  *  *'s  charms? 

Soon  heavy  chains  again  the  Mind  enthrall, 

With  Body  ris'n,  with  Body  doom'd  to  fall: 

Age  quickly  bends  the  temporary  frame, 

A  few  fhort  years  the  limit  of  it's  claim; 

By  cafual  fhocks,  and  ufe  continual  v^orn. 

It  waxeth  ufelefs,  like  a  garment  torn. 

The  lazy  blood  moves  joylefsly,   and  flow, 

The  vapid  lymph,   congeal'd,   forgets  to  flow; 

The  tottering  knees  each  tumbling  ftcp  retard. 

The  nerves  grow  flaccid,   and  the  fibres  hard; 

No  more  the  fpirits  fly  on  rapid  wing. 

The  trembling  heart  has  loft  it's  fprightly  fpring; 

The  joints  in  rigid  fliftnefs  are  inroll'd,. 

The  hands  and  feet  are  tremuloufly  cold; 

With  hard-fetch'd  breath  the  bread  laborious  heaves^ 

A  mifty  cloud  of  fight  the  eyes  bereaves; 

The  ears  in  vain  attempt  to  catch  a  found, 

The  voice  is  fought  for,   but  no  longer  found; 

Age's  hoar-froft  has  blanch'd  the  head  and  chin, 

While  rug-aed  wrinkles  feam  the  furrow'd  fkin  : 

The  frail  Machine  grows  feeble  as  before, 

The  Old  Man  dwindles  to  a  Child  once  more. 
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All  thefe  infirmities  opprefs  the  Mind, 

While  with  the  Body's  fragile  frame  combin'd  : 

Not  that  the  Mind  feels  infancy  or  age, 

But  Body's  organs  her  confent  engao-e. 

Yet,  though  in  commerce  with  corporeal  thin'^s 

She  mufh  rely  on  mere  corporeal  fprinc^s, 

No  aid  fhe  wants  from  matter's  mafs  to  know 

What  may  advantage  on  herfelf  beftow, 

To  hope  for  every  good,  each  ill  to  fear, 

And  the  true  courfe  of  Happinefs  to  fleer. 


Objedions  ftill  thy  fruitful  genius  finds ; 
Vain  is  Truth's  light,  where  PrepofTefTion  blinds  : 
"  Matter's  efTential  powers,  not  clearly  found," 
Thou  faift,  "  'tis  rafhnefs  thus  by  guefs  to  bound  i 
Man's  crippled  knowledge  never  fhould  afpire, 
To  point  out  what  it  can,  or  can't  acquire. 
Creeping  with  flownefs,  diffidence,  and  care, . 
Of  all  his  native  feeblenefs  aware. 
While  he  proceeds  with  hand  out-ftretch'd,  to  try 
Each  objeft's  temper,  'ere  he  dares  draw  nigh, 
Dreading  the  dreary  dangers  of  the  night, 
Or  worfe  difaflers  by  deceitful  light, 
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"  Shall  he  attempt,  prefumptuous,  to  difclofe 

*'  The  latent  root  whence  every  Being  grows  ? 

"  Shall  he,  felf-plac'd  on  Wifdom's  facred  throne,. 

"  Mark  other  Natures,  ignorant  of  his  own? 

<'  Matter,  to  which  already  we  afcribe 

"  The  triple  order  of  th'  extended  tribe, 

"  Why  may  it  not  the  property  command, 

"  The  added  power,  to  will  and  underftand  ? 

"  Then  all  the  difference  Fidlion  fondly  makes,. 

*'  Between  the  fubftajices  which  Man  partakes^ 

*'  Merely  ideal,  Reafon  would  explore, 

<'  Nor  Man  be  flil'd  a  double  Being  more. 

''  Neither  Extent,  nor  Thought,  perhaps  may  he 

"  Matter's  firft-born  efiential  property ; 

*'  But  fomething  higher,  mightier  fliU  than  thofe, 

*'   From  whole  myfterious  fountain  either  flows : 

*'  As  from  a  tree  two  fpreading  branches  fhoot, 

*'  Perhaps  unequal,  though  from  one  great  root. 

*'  Such  was  Spinoza's  dodrine  ;   and,  if  true,   ' 

"   Who  now  from  Matter  Mind  diftind:  can  view  ? 

*'  Although  Extenfion  ftill  muft  be  deiin'd 
t> 

"   A  different  fort  of  property  from  Mind. 

*'  Light  is  a  quality  di(lin6t  from  found, 

*'  Yet  in  one  Body  both  thefe  Modes  are  found  : 
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"  Figure  and  Colour  equal  difference  bear, 
"  Yet  the  fame  Body  may  be  red  and  fquare. 
"  By  this  plain  reafoning  we  are  clearly  taught, 
*'  One  iimple  Mode  of  Matter  may  be  Thought  ; 
"  Within  the  fame  fpecifick  fubftance  pent, 
"   Though  far  in  excellence  beyond  Extent ; 
"  More  or  lefs  perfcd:,  as  the  organs  claim, 
"  Form'd  for  it's  ufe,  a  worfe  or  better  frame." 

Good  Heav'n !  what  gloomy  horror,   what  fell  rage, 
Unnatural,  'gainft  their  being,  can  engage 
Defponding  Mortals  madly  to  dcfire, 
Born  for  the  grave,  to  perifli  there  entire  ? 
Why,  this  infirm  Machine  no  more  alive, 
Does  terror  (hake  them  left  the  Soul  furvive  ? 
Is  it  the  fear  of  future  woes  alarms? 
Or,  monftrous !    has  Annihilation  charms  ? 
When  the  frail  Body,  deftin'd  to  the  urn. 
Yields  up  it's  breath,  let  duft  to  duft  return  : 
But  fhall  we  wifli  deftru6lion  to  the  Mind, 
Difpers'd  like  fmoke,  or  vanifli'd  like  the  wind  ? 
Ah!  QuiNTius,  QuiNTius  1  banifh  from  thy  brain 
A  thought  at  once  fo  horrid  and  fo  vain  ! 
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But  fince  unhappy  prejudice  difturbs 

Thy  mind,  and  reafon's  generous  ardour  curbs ;    . 

Mine  be  the  tafk  to  tear  the  veil  away, 

Which  from  thine  eyes  excludes  the  beams  of  day. 

Here,  then,  permit  me  to  repeat  once  more, 
Briefly,  what  I've  explain'd  at  large  before.  ^ 
Whate'er  does  link'd  with  native  effence  fpring, 
And  may  be  faid  to  conflitute  the  thing, 
Separate  from  it  that  thing  can  never  be, 
Nor  fuch  difunion  can  ey'n  Fancy  fee  : 
This  is  the  only  fettled  rule  we  know, 
The  natural  powers  of  Subftances  to  fhew. 
By  this  firm  rule  refufing  to  be  bound. 
All  beings,  all  ideas,  we  confound ; 
All  things  may  to  all  properties  afpire, 
Earth  become  Air,  and  Water  league  with  Fire : 
Reafon  difcerns  no  longer  right  from  wrong. 
Vain  is  the  ufelefs  jargon  of  the  tongue. 
What  to  the  Subftance  as  mere  Mode  is  join'd, 
Hurts  not  it's  effence,  feparate  or  combin'd ; 
Without  th'  addition  of  it's  feeble  aid, 
Th'  effential  Subftance  amply  ftands  difplay'd  : 
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But  from  the  Subftance  once  divide  the  Mode, 

It's  Being  even  Fancy  mufl  explode. 

Thus  Mode  on  Subftance  faithfully  attends, 

And  on  it's  eflence  totally  depends ; 

But  Subftance  from  it's  Mode  entirely  free, 

May  be  conceiv'd,  may  abfolutcly  be. 

As  when  a  Figure,  of  whatever  kind, 

Imagination  offers  to  thy  mind  ; 

Say,  does  not  inftantly  before  thine  eyes, 

Cloath'd  in  that  fancied  form,  a  Body  rife  ? 

Motion's  idea  when  thy  thoughts  purfue, 

Does  not  a  Body  move  within  thy  view  ? 

Can  thy  fix'd  mind  on  Combination  dwell. 

And  not  obferve  the  parts  it's  bulk  that  fvvell? 

Oft-times,  I  own,  when  Science  points  the  road, 

Fancy  from  Subftance  may  detach  the  Mode : 

Such  feign'd  abftradiion  Reafon's  powers  employ, 

The  Subftance  not  to  cloud,  much  lefs  deftroy  ; 

But  it's  idea  merely  to  fufpend, 

Which  Mode  in  real  fad:  muft  ft  ill  attend. 

Perhaps  you'll  afk  then,   "  How  Extent  fhould  clafs  ? 
•<  As  Mode,  or  EftTence,  join'd  to  matter's  mafs?" 

Whatl 
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What !  Hill  uncertain  !  yet  to  go  to  fchool!— 

To  folve  your  doubts  at  once,  confult  the  rule. 

Long  fince  have  proofs  invincible  been  brought, 

To  iliew  that  Matter  ne'er  can  rife  to  thought, 

But  with  th'  idea  of  Extent  embrac'd, 

As  fram'd  of  parts  without  each  other  plac'd ; 

Nor  can  the  utmofi;  ftretch  of  mental  pride, 

Bold  in  abftradion,  thefe  two  thoughts  divide. 

Nothing  in  Matter  can  Extent  precede  ; 

Let  what  will  follow,  it  mufi:  take  the  lead. 

Extent  is,  therefore,  not  a  fimple  Mode, 

But  from  the  iirfl:  with  matter's  ftream  has  flow'd; 

Nor,  as  an  adjunft,  on  caprice  depends, 

But  with  it's  EiTence  intimately  blends. 

If  Mind  to  matter  as  a  Mode  be  lent. 

Mind  muft  a  mode  be  alfo  of  Extent : 

As  oft,  then,  as  you  meditate  on  Mind, 

Extent  with  fuch  idea  is  combin'd  ; 

As  every  Mode  to  thought  it's  Subftance  brings. 

And  every  Branch  the  Stock  from  whence  it  fprings. 

But  every  man  is  confcious,  while  he  weighs 

The  Mind,  and  all  her  faculties  furveys. 

Sees  how  they  rife,  what  different  ranks  they  hold, 

Their  various  talents  labours  to  unfold. 
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Th'  unruly  checks,  and  gives  the  fluggifh  fpurs, 

That  no  idea  of  Extent  occurs. 

Wrapp'd  in  myfelf  I  ftudioufly  debate, 

What  is  the  fir  ft  perception  things  create  ? 

Then  what  is  judgement?  whence  the  wonderous  charm, 

Whereby  ftrong  proof  can  every  foe  diflirm, 

Subdue  the  paffions,  bend  the  ftubborn  will, 

Force  the  proud  mind  to  yield  her  baffled  fkill  ? 

Thefe  queftions  all,  my  Intelled:  revolves. 

And,  without  thinking  of  Extenfion,  folves. 

Now  doubt,  and  certainty,  diftindl  I  view, 

And  from  conclufions  falfe  difcern  the  true ; 

To  metaphyfick  dodlrines  I  apply, 

Define,  divide,  propofe,  affirm,  deny  ; 

Opinion,  Faith,  and  Demonftration  fliew. 

In  regular  gradation  as  they  grow: 

Yet,  through  all  thefe  difcuffions,  nought  I  find, 

That  ever  brings  Extenfion  to  my  mind. 

If  from  Intelligence  I  pafs  to  Will, 
Tracing  it's  fprings,  Extenfion  flies  me  ftill. 
When  I  inquire,  why  each  man's  proper  Soul 
Bears  for  itfelf  alove  beyond  controul  ? 

3  G  SO 
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So  fond  a  prediledtion  what  infpires? 
Why  bhfs  the  only  ahn  of  it's  defires  ? 
What  real  blifs  can  conftitute  poflefs'd  ? 
What  'tis  ev'n  in  opinion  to  be  blefs'd  ? 
W'hence  Envy,  Vanity,  Ambition  fpring  ? 
Why  Man  o'er  Man  affeds  the  power  of  King  ? 
Or  wherefore,  jealous  of  defpotick  fway, 
Indignant  Freedom  murmurs  to  obey  ? 
Contempt,  Oblivion,  Calumny's  foul  breath, 
Why  Spirit  fhuns  as  evils  worfe  than.  Death, 
Pronouncing  Life  not  Life,   without  a  name, 
For  ever  grafping  at  immortal  fame  ? 
Whence  Popularity  acquires  her  charms  ? 
That  fickle  Phantom,  falfe  ev'n  in  your  arms ! 
Whence  that  determin'd  Obftinacy  flows, 
It's  purpofe  fix'd  which  never  once  foregoes ; 
Againft  whofe  callous  heart,  and  rigid  brain. 
Entreaty,  reafon,  prayers,  and  tears  are  vain  ? 
What  is  that  Pride,   which  ever  will  poftpone 
All  judgements,  all  opinions,  to  it's  own? 
That  Weaknefs  what,  which  can  fo  grofsly  err, 
As  Flattery's  voice  to  Friendfhip's  to  prefer  ? 
What  tempts  the  Wretch,  who  every  law  defies^ 
To  breathe  rank  poifon,  Handcr,  malice,  lyes? 
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Like  Heraclitus,  when  fucli  fccncs  appear, 

I  drop  o'er  frail  humanity  a  tear ; 

Yet,  ranging  thus  through  pallions  unconfin'd, 

Extended  fubftance  never  ftrik.es  my  mind. 

Thus  ev'n  it's  Errors  cleareft  lights  afford, 

To  prove  the  Soul  the  fubjcdl  body's  Lord. 

While  all  the  mental  powers  we  thus  purfuc, 

Since  nought  corporeal  rifes  to  our  view, 

The  dodrine  falfe  my  Quintius  muft  explode, 

V/hich  made  him  think  that  Mind  was  Matter's  Mode. 

Vainly  in  Matter's  eflence  haft  thou  fought, 

As  innate  properties,  Extent  and  Thought: 

Leave  this  ftrange  paradox,  this  monftrous  plan, 

To  impious  fophifts,  foes  to  God  and  Man! 

Not,  as  two  feveral  branches  often  flioot. 

In  growth  fraternal,  from  one  parent  root; 

Nor,  in  one  Body  as  are  often  found 

Figure  combin'd  with  Colour,  Light  with  Sound ; 

Are  in  th'  eftential  frame  of  Matter  wrought. 

And  with  it's  texture  wove,  Extent  and  Thought : 

No :  they're  of  adverfe  natures,  clofely  link'd. 

In  feparate  chains,  with  Subftances  diftindl ; 

Whereof  the  one  is  pafllve  and  inert, 

Tlie  other  always  adlive  and  alert ; 

3  G   2  One'j 
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One's  form'd  of  parts  which  ever  mouldering  fall. 
T'other,  immortal,  has  no  parts  at  all. 

I  grant  our  knowledge  narrow  and  coniin'd. 
And  Matter  ftill  a  Myftery  to  the  Mind  : 
Whofe  power  finite  with  vain  attempt  purfues 
The  Protean  Mafs  in  all  it's  various  views ; 
And  to  thick  darknefs  rafhly  oft  betray'd, 
Laments  her  light  extinguifh'd  in  the  fhade. 
But  though  our  mental  faculties  fliould  fail, 
A  Being's  effence  wholely  to  unveil ; 
Thus  far  at  leaft  they  often  have  arriv'd, 
To  mark  thofe  powers  of  which  it  is  depriv'd. 
Perhaps  we  cannot  yet  a  knowledge  claim 
Of  the  conftituent  principles  of  Flame  ; 
Yet  we  are  fure  they  differ  far  from  thofe, 
Which  Water's  flippcry  element  compofe  ; 
And  their  refpedive  properties,   we  know, 
But  from  fuch  difference  in  their  figures  flow. 
The  Magnet's  wonders  unexplain'd  remain, 
Yet  that  'tis  not  an  Animal  is  plain  ; 
Nor  through  a  Love,  inherent  in  it's  race, 
Draws  heavy  Iron  to  it's  warm  embrace. 
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What  the  Magnctick  Needle  can  controul, 

And  force  it  trembling  to  forfake  the  pole, 

Now  toward  the  weft,  now  toward  the  eaft  inclin'd, 

We  know  not  yet,  but  know  'tis  not  the  Wind. 

In  vain  Geometry's  unwearied  care 

Has  toil'd  to  turn  the  Circle  to  a  Square  ; 

Yet  Square's  and  Circle's  different  forms  we  fee, 

And  all  the  powers  that  with  thofe  forms  agree. 

Thus  Mind  we  fairly  fet  from  Matter  clear, 

'Ere  all  their  various  attributes  appear. 

One  more  diftindion  places  farther  flill 

Matter  and  Mind  afunder  ;    'tis  Free  Will. 

That  Bodies  move  by  fettled  laws  alone. 

Without  the  flighteft  effort  of  their  own. 

But  merely  borro^ving  motion,  as  imprefs'd 

By  foreign  agents,  is  by  all  confefs'd  : 

But  every  Man  is  confcious  of  his  pow'r 

To  ad,  or  not  to  adl,  at  every  hour; 

And,  if  he  adls,  his  Reafon  has  a  voice. 

Of  each  free  action  to  decide  the  choice. 

Deaf  to  conviftion,  point  me  out  the  Man, 

Who  long  deliberates,  doubtful  of  his  plan  ; 

Who, 
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Who,  eagerly  folicitous,  attends 

To  the  kind  counfel  of  his  candid  friends j 

Reafon  with  reafon  vveigh'd,  and  fad  with  fad, 

Who  calmly  then  determines  how  to  a6l, 

On  moft  mature  refledlion — fay,  can  he 

Doubt  for  a  moment  if  his  Will  be  free? 

Man,  urg'd  by  publick,  or  by  private  cares, 

Employs  entreaties,   menaces,  and  prayers; 

Good  adions  praifes,  and  their  authors  loves, 

Mifdeeds  condemns,  their  inftruments  reproves; 

To  virtue's  paths  endeavours  to  entice 

By  juft  rewards,   heaps  punifhment  on  vice; 

I-Iis  faults  in  publick  labours  to  defend. 

And  yet  in  fecret  ftudies  to  amend. 

Anxious,  howe'er  from  reditude  he  fvverve, 

His  charader  unfpotted  to  preferve, 

Yet  in  himfelf  unfatisfied  with  fame, 

V/hile  confcience  flings  him  with  remorfe  and  fliame; 

To  various  ends  his  talents  he  applies, 

•Obferves  the  duties  of  the  focial  ties, 

By  moral  precepts  regulates  the  ways 

Of  all  o'er  whom  his  power  or  influence  fways: 

Can  he,  who  thus  his  faculties  employs. 

Doubt  whether  mental  freedom  he  enjoys  ? 
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Can  he  difclaini  the  rights  that  Nature  gave, 
And,  blind  to  truth,  pronounce  his  Will  a  Slave? 

Nor  can  the  general  fenfe  of  all  Mankind 
Be  as  a  vulgar  error  here  aflign'd; 
While  each  man,  confcious  that  his  will  is  free, 
Concludes  of  others  in  the  fame  degree* . 
No:   'tis  of  Nature's  light  a  facred  ray, . 
Guiding  the  Mind  from  darknefs  into  day. 
If  adive  Man,  like  (luggifli  Matter  chain'd. 
His  power  of  movement  but  from  impulfe  gain'd;  . 
If  he,   fubjedied  to  tyrannick  laws, 
Obey'd  the  mandates  of  fome  foreign  caufe; 
Vain  were  the  workings  of  his  heart  and  brain. 
His  reafon,   counfel,  thoughts,  and  feelings  vain : 
Ufelefs  were  then  the  Legillator's  fkill  j . 
Ufelefs  the  Patriot's  labours  to  inftill, 
By  every  eloquent  perfuafive  art, . 
His  Country's  love  in  every  loyal  heart. 
Not  threats,  nor  prayers,  but  ftrong  compulfive  force, 
Reftrain  the  fwelling  Flood's  impetuous  courfej 
When  huge  Orion's  watery  ftar  prevails. 
To  curb  it's  rage  ev'n  force  compulfive  fails, 

The 
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The  waves  rebellious  biirll  th'  inclofing  mounds, 
And  widely  deluge  all  th'  adjacent  grounds: 
Thus  would  each  Nation,  fpurning  every  bar. 
Of  faith,  or  juftice,  fpread  the  plagues  of  war. 
Vain  M/ere  it  then  to  educate  our  youth 
In  the  ftrid:  fchool  of  virtue  and  of  truth ; 
But,  hke  the  curling  tendrils  of  the  vine, 
Prun'd,  and  expanded  where  the  fun  may  fliine: 
The  cautious  hand  each  bending  fprig  bereaves 
Of  all  fuperfluous  luxury  of  leaves; 
Then,  by  the  fun  and  foil's  kind  aid  alone, 
Lo!  to  a  tree  the  tender  fapling's  grown; 
More  to  the  clime  indebted,   than  to  care, 
Delicious  fruits  it's  boughs,  unconfcious,  bear. 

What  could  we  reap  from  Reafon's  fubtileft  (kill, 
Without  that  glorious  attribute  Free  Will? 
Why  good  and  ill  diftinguifh'd  to  our  view. 
But  ill  to  fhun,  fpontaneous,  good  purfue? 
Rob  the  free  Mind  of  it's  eledive  right, 
It  fhrinks  to  mere  inanity  from  fight. 
Th'  undaunted  Hero,   when  by  perils  prefs'd. 
Feels  riling  courage  fwell  within  his  breaft; 

Singly 
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Singly,  thus  fortified,  he  dares  oppofc 

Th'  united  violence  of  furrounding  foes ; 

Calm  ev'n  amidfl  the  thunders  of  the  war, 

He  darts  his  penetrating  eyes  afar, 

Examines  every  quarter  of  the  field  ; 

Firm  Refolution  forms  his  ample  fiiield  ; 

If  bound  bv  Fate's  inextricable  chain. 

Vain  are  his  cares,  his  fortitude  is  vain ; 

While,  grofsly  flatter'd,  he  expedls  to  find 

For  every  ill  a  med'cine  in  his  Mind, 

Prudence  but  makes  his  haplefs  ftate  the  worfe ; 

Unfruitful  knowledge  ever  is  a  curfe. 

Hence  all  the  glory  that  from  Science  fprings, 

The  Patriot's  praife,  the  beft  renown  of  Kings, 

Loft  in  one  common  gulph,  to  nothing  fall, 

Mere  glaring  meteors,  ignes  fatui  all ; 

Nor  a  pretenfion  can  they  urge  to  fame. 

More  juft  than  that  which  Youth  or  Beauty  claim. 

Reafon,  on  Fate's  determinative  plan. 

Becomes  a  burden  to  the  Mind  of  Man. 

Let  the  bafe  Wretch,  in  thefe  degenerate  days, 
Who  Man's  moft  high  prerogative  betrays, 

3  H  Meanly 
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Meanly  refigns  th'  ineftimable  prize, 
And  perfed-  freedom  to  his  Will  denies, 
By  which  rewards  may  righteoufnefs  purfue. 
And  virtue  hold  a  happier  life  in  view, 
Lament  his  lot,  arraign  th'  unjufl  degree, 
That  made  his  Will  impetuous,  yet  not  free, 
While  partial  Nature  guides  by  inftind  blind 
Her  favour'd  fons,  of  each  unthinking  kind : 
Ev'n  plants  and  foffils,  which  derive  their  birth 
From  the  warm  bofom  of  the  foftering  earth, 
Than  fliort-liv'd  Man  more  durable,  muft  fliare 
A  larger  fund  of  her  parental  care  ; 
For  thefe  grow  up,  unftung  by  fharp  defires, 
Safe  from  the  rage  of  Love's  tormenting  fires, 
To  every  foul-inflaming  pafTion  cool. 
Which  man's  weak  Reafon  fees,  but  cannot  rule  ; 
While  Life,  alas !  by  conftant  labour  wears. 
The  helplefs  vidim  of  a  few  (hort  years. 

Your  much-lov'd  Poet  never  once  prefum'd. 
Although  the  Soul  of  man  to  death  he  doom'd, 
It's  native  right  to  Freedom  to  difpute. 
That  right  which  Man  diftinguiflies  from  Brute  : 


He 
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He  laboured  cv'n  it's  principle  to  find, 

So  gave  the  word,  and,  lo  !   his  Seeds  dcclin'd. 

This  fenfelefs  do(5lrine  we've  expos'd  before, 

Let  Declination,  then,  be  nam'd  no  more. 

But  fince,  of  thought  incapable  or  fkill, 

No  part  of  Matter  e'er  can  boaft  Free  Will ; 

Free,  though  Material,  when  he  made  the  Mind, 

How  could  he  be  to  fuch  repugnance  blind  ? 

More  wonderous  ftill,  for  Gods  of  Matter  fram'd 

Immortal  life  th'  inconftant  Bard  has  claim'd  ; 

And  yet  condemn'd  the  human  Soul  to  death, 

Blown  to  deftrudlion  with  the  Body's  breath  : 

Why  thus  diftinguifh  effences  the  fame. 

And  differing  but  in  finenefs  of  their  frame  ? 

The  Body  dead,  he  fear'd  the  Soul  alive, 

Nor  could  endure  his  funeral  to  furvive. 

O  !    how  abfurd  the  mental  powers  to  praife, 

If  with  it's  mouldering  fhell  the  Mind  decays! 

The  Mind!  the  vileft,  fure,  of  all  things  vile. 

If  fleeting  time  it's  eflTence  can  beguile; 

If  at  the  mercy  of  difeafe  it  lies. 

And,  when  the  Blood  has  ftopp'd  it's  current,  dies. 

Great  Alexander,  like  red  lightning  hurl'd 

By  Jove  th'  Avenger,  terrified  the  world  j 

3  H   2  And 
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And  quickly  perifli'd,  like  the  rapid  flame, 

Leaving  but  aflies,  and  an  empty  name : 

If  Alexander  perifh'd  then  entire, 

His  Medal  more  than  him  I  muft  admire; 

The  Medal  lives,  withftands  time's  deadly  rage, 

And  triumphs  o'er  the  ravages  of  age. 

I  fee  'tis  over :  vanquifli'd  in  the  field, 
Ey  Reafon's  prowefs,  thou'rt  compell'd  to  yield. 
Joy,  QuiNTius,  Joy  !  while  Vid:ory  Imiles  on  me, 
Ev'n  I,  thy  Foe,  congratulate  with  thee : 
Truth  to  difcern  is  Conquefl:  —  Still  remains 
A  doubt  how  Mind  is  bound  by  Body's  chains  ? 
Still  doft  thou  afk,   "  Whence  can  fuch  union  rife? 
"  Matter  with  Motion  how  the  Soul  fupplies  ? 
"   Two  things,  which  fuch  difparity  divides, 
*'   To  hold  combin'd  what  Sovereign  Power  prefides  ? 
*'  Can  mental  ligatures  the  Body  bind  ? 
«'  Or  ties  corporeal  faften  on  the  Mind  ?" 
On  this  grand  point  thy  ftcadieft  thoughts  beftow, 
I  feafted  not  thine  eyes  with  empty  fhew; 
But  open'd  thus  at  large  the  mental  powers, 
A  God's  exiflence  to  deduce  from  our's. 

Three  j 
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Three  points,   I  think,  are  manifeftly  prov'd : 

The  firft,  that  Matter  but  by  Mind  is  mov'd ; 

Next,   that  the  Mind  of  Man,  as  not  compos'd 

Of  parts  corporeal,  howfoe'er  difpos'd. 

Ne'er  can,  refolv'd,  in  feveral  fragments  fly, 

And,  undivided,  cannot  ever  die  ; 

Laftly,  that  in  the  moft  fupreme  degree, 

In  every  fenfe,  the  Will  of  Man  is  free  ; 

That  Fate  can't  force,  nor  Matter's  clog  controul, 

The  thoughts,  defigns,  or  adions  of  the  Soul : 

Hence  that,  while  fenfual  organs  it  fuftains. 

It's  deeds  may  merit  recompenfe  or  pains ; 

And  that,  when  Time  has  yielded  up  his  fway, 

And  mouldering  Worlds  like  Shadows  pafs'd  away, 

The  Souls  of  jufl  and  unjuft  fhall  furvive, 

In  blifs  or  mifery  endlefsly  alive. 

Nor  on  the  principles  we've  amply  fliewn. 

Are  thefe  conclufions  confequent  alone ; 

One  more  important  yet  remains  behind. 

Drawn  from  th'  imperfed  knowledge  of  the  Mind  : 

Lend  then  thine  ear,  while  I  proceed  to  prove 

A  truth  I've  barely  glane'd  upon  above. 
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Charo-M  with  the  guidance  of  a  rude  machine, 
Whereof  the  fecret  fprings  are  all  unfcen, 
Whereof  to  her  the  texture  is  unknown, 
And  wonderous  means  whereby  it's  parts  have  grown, 
The  Mind  can  motion  through  the  mafs  infliill, 
And  bend  the  limbs  compliant  to  her  will : 
The  Mind,  of  motion  being  thus  the  Caufe, 
To  every  movement  ilie  creates  gives  laws  ; 
But  fince  flie's  ignorant  whence  the  motion  flov/s, 
Which  (he  by  fovereign  power  herfelf  beftows, , 
Finds  it  obedient  ftill  to  her  command, 
Yet  knows  not  by  what  hidden  art  'tis  plann'd, 
Nor  executed  how,  it  follows  plain, 
Some  Cause  Effective  mufl;  fupremely  reign, 
Who  darts  through  Nature's  depths  his  piercing  tyes, 
Who  every  failure  of  the  Mind  fupplies, 
Kindly  confplres  to  aid  Man's  feeble  Will, 
And  ftamps  each  movement  with  all-perfed:  Ikill. 

When  in  the  Land  to  Liberty  mod  dear, 
Where  laws  that  bind  the  peafant  bind  the  peer ) 
Whofe  chofen  Monarch,  powerlefs  to  diftrefs, 
Enjoys  the  high  prerogative  to  bless  j 
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Some  Mufhroom  Minion,   vers'd  in  flattery's  wiles, 
Dares  to  monopolize  his  Sovereign's  fmiles, 
Affrights  with  menaces,   corrupts  with  bribes, 
Infults,  difplaces,   perfecutes,   profcribes; 
The  ftedfaft  Patriot,  fcarlefs  of  his  frown, 
True  to  the  people,  reverent  to  the  crown, 
Firm  'midft  defedion,  'midft  corruption  found, 
His  eyes  indignant  flovvly  cafts  around. 
Then  in  full  fenate  rifes  to  propofe 
Death  for  the  Author  of  his  Country's  woes : 
Mufl  he,   his  heart  with  ftruggling  paflions  wrung, 
The  fate  of  millions  refting  on  his  tongue, 
'Ere  he  can  fpeak  a  fentiment,  decide, 
How  to  his  teeth  the  tip  fhould  be  applied  ? 
How  nofe,  lips,  palate,  furnifli  each  their  fhare? 

And  how  his  labouring  lungs  ejed:  the  air  ? 

To  utterance  previous,  if  thefe  problems  mufl. 
With  care  minute,  be  one  by  one  difcufs'd  ; 
For  ever  dumb,  in  vain  the  Patriot  rofe. 
To  blaft  the  Author  of  his  Country's  woes ; 
Still  through  the  Land  fliall  publick  clamour  ring, 
Still  fpecious  falfehood  fafcinate  the  King. 
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Man,  by  an  effort  of  his  will,  can  run ; 

Soon  as  he  wills,   behold  the  race  begun  ! 

A  different  movement  o'er  his  limbs  bear  fway, 

From  that,  which,  fimply  walking,  they  obey ; 

Yet  what  his  pace  accelerates,   or  makes  flow. 

He  knows  not  now,   nor  e'er  can  hope  to  know. 

The  Air  he  breathes  his  heaving  bofom  fwells  ; 

But  can  he  trace  it  through  it*s  feveral  cells  ? 

Can  he  define  the  order  of  it's  courfe. 

Or  mark  the  moderate  medium  of  it's  force  ? 

The  dull  Machine  his  voice  nor  underftands. 

Nor  he  how  it  performs  his  Mind's  commands  : 

Enough  that,  o'er  it's  functions  while  he  fvvays. 

Obedience  prompt  to  his  behefts  it  pays. 

Deeply  whene'er  to  meditate  inclin'd, 

All  ol:ije6ts  ftart  up  fudden  to  the  Mind  ; 

Her  powers  can  penetrate  the  gloomieft  fhade, 

While  Nature's  inmoft  fecrets  ftand  difplay'd  ; 

At  once  appear  before  her  radiant  eye, 

Sun,  Moon,   and  Stars,   Earth,   Ocean,  Air,  and  Sky. 

The  Sorceress  thus,  as  vulgar  fables  tell. 
Calls  up  pale  fpedres  from  the  depths  of  Hell ; 

Incircled 
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Incircled  round  by  incantations  dire, 

Braves  the  fierce  fiends,  and  mocks  the  fiilphurous  fire : 

The  trembling  Ghofts  in  ranks  around  her  ftand, 

Compeli'd  to  execute  each  harfii  command  ; 

Strong  magick  fpells,   till  morn's  firll  dawning  hour, 

Subdue  th'  infernal  legion  to  her  pow'r ; 

Vain  is  each  murmurino-  Slave's  rebellious  racre— 

Such  potent  Charms  has  Woman,  ev'n  in  Age ! 

But  w^hen  at  once,  with  all  it's  rolling  fpheres. 
To  my  Mind's  eye  the  Univerfe  appears ; 
Abforb'd  in  thought,  the  power  I  feek  in  vain, 
Searching  through  every  region  of  my  brain. 
The  Power,  whofe  wifdom,  providence,  and  care, 
Form'd  all  thofe  images,  and  fix'd  them  there : 
My  life's  duration  would  not  ev'n  fufiice, 
To  view  diftin6lly,  with  corporeal  eyes. 
The  various  crowds  of  objeds,  which  I  find 
By  Power  unfeen  imprefs'd  upon  my  Mind. 

Thou  too,  my  Quintius,  muft  obferve  the  fame, 
As  diiTerent  movements  agitate  thy  frame ; 
Thy  Mind  with  equal  power  thy  Body  fways, 
Yet  knows  not  how  or  why  the  fiave  obeys : 

3  I  'Tis 
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'Tis  clear,  then,  both  pay  homage  to  the  laws, 
Of  fome  impreffive,  all-fuperior  Caufe; 
Who  all  thine  organs,  all  thy  wi£hes  knows, 
And  thefe  effectuates  flill  by  means  of  thofe  ; 
Thy  weaknefs  fiiccours  by  his  arm  alone, 
And  gives  thy  Will  a  vigour  not  it's  own. 

So  when,  amidft  a  vaft  furrounding  crowd, 
The  valorous  Knight,  of  high  atchievements  proudj 
In  virtuous  Chivalry;  whofe  conquering  arms 
Defend  from  force  the  fpotlefs  Virgin's  charms ; 
Champion  of  Innocence,  whofe  righteous  blow 
The  rude  prefumptuous  Ravifher  lays  lov/ ; 
Who  lives  the  folter  tenderer  Sex  to  guard, 
Pure  Sentimental  Love  his  fole  reward  — 
When  at  the  Court  of  fome  romantick  King, 
Whofe  warlike  ardour  burns  but  in  the  Ring, 
This  puiiTant  Knight,  for  tournament  prepar'd, 
(His  prowefs  firft  in  pompous  phrafe  declar'd,) 
With  adverfe  Knights  encountering— not  to  kill — 
Shews  all  the  various  efforts  of  his  fkill ; 
Affaults,  retreats,  repulfes,  flies,  purfues. 
The  bloodlefs  combat  o'er  and  o'er  renews ; 
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While  every  movement  of  his  frame's  dcfign'd 

By  fome  diredive  impulfe  of  his  Mind  ; 

He  yet  is  ignorant  how  the  fceptre  fways, 

The  mental  fceptre,  that  each  nerve  obeys : 

'Tis  then  moft  clear  that  Power  Divine  prcfides, 

And  every  fecret  fpring  of  body  guides. 

Adore  with  me  th'  Intelligence  Supreme, 
My  trembling  Mufe's  lateft,   earlieft  theme! 
By  whofc  all-wife  Omnipotence  is  wrought 
Each  movement  apt  to  Man's  impullive  thought : 
Whate'er  Man's  weak  dependent  Mind  requires, 
'Tis  His  alone  t'  accomp  ifh  herdefires. 
Nor  does  His  Power  each  wifh  alone  fulfill, 
But  ad:s  without,  nay,  ev'n  againft  the  will : 
Such  efforts  all  on  providence  depend, 
Agnize  their  caufe,  and  aim  at  fome  good  end. 
'Tis  He,  who  Mind  with  Body  has  entwin'd, 
Which  of  themfelves  could  ne'er  have  been  combin'd  : 
In  perfed:  unifon,  they  own  the  laws, 
Impos'd  by  one  all-harmonizing  Caufe  ; 
Whofe  fingle  Word  could  execute  his  plan. 
And  form  of  two  contending  natures  Man  ; 
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That  truth  with  mental  eyes  he  might  difcern, 
By  fenfe  the  qualities  of  body  learn, 
And  rife  from  both  to  viev/  the  heavenly  throne, 
Where  fhines  the  world's  Creator  and  his  own. 
Since  ev'n  this  mouldering  tenement  of  clay 
A  Mind  finite  is  requifite  to  fway, 
How  vaft  muft  be  that  Power,   whofe  nod  commands 
O'er  worlds  on  worlds,  the  fabrick  of  his  hands! 
That  puny  Man's  diminutive  machine 
Moves  but  by  counfel,  has  been  clearly  feen ; 
Then  that  the  wide-fpread  Univerfal  Frame, 
The  Sum  of  Matter,  active  force  can  claim, 
Without  fome  Spirit,  fome  Superior  Soul, 
To  govern,  guide,  and  animate  the  Whole, 
Though  manly  Reafon  never  can  conceive, 
The  Herd  of  Epicurus  may  believe  ! 
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